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Agenor and Iſmena. 


was enjoying a ſweet repoſe; come, ſaid 
Mirril to Agenor and Iſmena, and hear the 
recital you have ſo frequently demanded. 
She then conducted them through the 
hollow of a rock to a ſmall temple, the 
architecture of which was admirable. It 


was ſupported with a colonade of black 
Vor. II. B 


SMENA had often requeſt- | 
ed- Mirril to relate her hiſto- 


ry: one night, when Cloe 


2 War of the PAss ions. 
marble, illuminated with lamps of gold 

enamell'd with black. There. appeared 
in the middle of the temple a coffin of the 
ſame metal, and ornamented like the 
lamps. Two cupids were placed upon 
the top of the coffin, breaking their ar- 
rows and weeping floods of tears. A ſoft 
alarm, a tender ſorrow inwades the foul 
on entering into this place. But what 
moſt engaged the attention of Agenor 
and Iſmena, was a; picture chat hung, 
over the coffin; 0 repreſented one of 
thoſe horrible ſacrifices too frequent in- 
this iſland. This picture repreſented the 
ſtatue of Neptune, at the foot of which 
was a young man ſacrificed, whoſe coun- 
tenance and beauty was ſtriking though 
inanimate. A woman (whom Agenor 
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and Iſmena perceived was Mirril) was 
upon her knees, with her breaſt unco- 
ver'd, ready to receive the bloody ſteel. 
Her deſire to be re · unitted to the amiable | 
victim that had · been ſacrificed, might he 
read inc her eyes: going to give the fa- 
tal ſtroke the prieſt drew back penetrated 
with horror, tenderneſs and aſtoniſh- 
ment: | 
Agenor and Iſmena could not with- 
out burſting into tears, behold ſuch an 
affecting ſcene. Mirril, preſerving a pro- 
found ſilence, gazed at it with an un- 
moiſt eye; exceſs of grief has no ex- 
preffion. £3 220 
The marble fieps hielt aſcended to- 
the coffin, ſerved as ſeats for Agenor 


and Iſmena. Mirril fat herſeif down op- 
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4 Wan of the PAssrovs. 
poſite to them, and thus began her hiſ- 
tory. BER 
It is in this place only that I can re- 
count my miſeries. - When near thoſe 
precious aſhes, - thoſe! dear remains which 
are hut up in this coſſin, my blood is 
agitated, and that agitation only can 
give my ſpirits ſtrength to hold out a- 
gainſt ſo ſnocking a remembrance. From 
what you behold here you may, in ſome 
meaſure, judge of my misfortunes: but 
I will acquaint you with the whole. 
1 have been unfortunate almoſt from 
my cradle. Fortune, I believe, delights 
in perſecuting thoſe whom nature has be- 
ſtowed ſome of her gifts upon. 

A woman, named Melita, had the 
care of my infancy, and I believed ſhe 
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was my mother: ſhe was of the city of 
Syracuſe, but fortune croſſing her ex- 
pectations, ſhe lived in a kind of obſcure 
mediocrity. 

As ſoon as my . began 
to be illuminated with the light of rea- 
ſon, Melita acquainted me that I was 
not her daughter but her ſlave ; and that 
ſhe had bought me of an African mer- 
chant. | 
Melita told me alſo thatT 1 was hand- 
ſome, and that it was on my beauty ſhe 
depended to re-eſtabliſh her fortune and 
my own. | ul 


Melita gave me an education ſuitable 


to the projects ſhe had formed: plea- 


ſure, ſaid ſhe to me, is the ſovereign 
bliſs of life. There are indeed ſome men 
3 
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whom age or loſs ef health have ren- 
dered auſtere and peeviſh, who would 
perſwade us that pleaſures ſhou'd be 


uſed with caution, and that they ought 
to be confined within proper limits. O- 
thers, who are called ſages, who act 
on nearly the ſame principles, tho" 
from different motives, endeavour to im- 
plant theſe maxims in all nations and 
countries. | | 
Before the laws had inſulted nature, 
every heart was ſenfible and generous ; 
then there was no perfidy or cruelty ; 
but thus nature will be revenged. 
In thoſe happy days of innacence and 


1 peace, | there was no bluſhing at the tran- 
_— ſports of love; each liſiened to the 


wolte of their deſires ; they never ima - 
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gined that an invincible inclination could 
be criminal; they had not ſo much va- 
nity as to torture and tear the ſoul to 
combat with the ſofteſt ſentiments. But 
do not think that error is now generally 
received. Every thing that exiſts breathes 
pleaſure.» Women are the beſtowers of 
it, beauty is the goddeſs of it. Charms 
and attractions will ſubdue to us the 
moſt illuſtrious of men. Can there be 

- a nobler ambition than chat which ſhow- 
ers on us wealth and pleaſure? 

Such was the diſcourſe of the perni- 
cious Melita; ſhe neglected nothing that 
might tend to mould me to her deſires. 
She . gave me. continual lefſons in every 
branch of coquetry. She did not however 
ſucceed in all her projects, though ſhe 
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augmented in me the natural inclination 
which we have to love. 111 

She was continually entertaining me 
with ſeducive lectures, to flatter and a- 
Jarm the paſſions; ſhe did not ä 
of irregularity or exceſs. 

Upon theſe principles I was impatient 
to find an object to engage my deſires, 
but Melita kept me cloſe confined ; ſhe 
had her reaſons for it. 

I had attained my fifteenth year, when 
ſhe made a propoſition for me to go 
to Elida; I conſented to' it with joy. 
Me'ita promiſed herſelf that-my attrac- 
tions would procure me the moſt brilli- 
ant conqueſts; nor was ſhe. miſtaken. 
As ſoon as I appeared in Elida, every 
eye was fixed upon me; my vanity-was 
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nouriſh'd by it, but my heart continued 
yet untouch'd ; Melita was not impa- 


tient for me to determine my choice; 


her intentions were to work up the de- 

ſire of my lovers, and not to have me 

yield but at the charms of intereſt. 
I ſaw the Olympic games: I need 


not defcribe them; you are Greeks, and 
therefore cannot be unacquainted with 


them. | | 
I took notice of the n ſhews 


| ub were preſented to my view, and 


the combats of the Atheletes. What 


delights take poſſeſſion of our ſoul when 


ideas unknown before are communicated 


to it. The mind naturally aſpires after 
knowledge, it is ever diſſatisfied, becauſe 


it t muſt not exceed its limits. 
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Flhe new objects which I beheld ereated 
in me a thouſand various reflections, and 
I communicated them all to the ideas 
which Melita had given me. Prejudice, 
of what kind ſoever has infinite power 
over us. 
Strength then, faid J to myſelf, is a 
great advantage to mankind, fince the 
prize is deſtined to him who overcomes 
by his ſuperior might ; but I think they 
have not much reaſon to be proud of 
it if they employ it thus cruelly againſt 
their feHow-ereatures. pole: | 
While I was reaſoning thus all my 
fenſes were agitated at the ſight of a 
young Athelete, who was more beauti- 
ful than even love himſelf : I will not 
make you a portrait of him; he is be- 


— 
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fore your eyes: Iſmena ought to think 
him charming, for he reſembles Agenor. 

I experienced in ſeeing Thyamis (that 
was the name of this young Athelete) 
thoſe tretnblings and agitatioris which 
are the common ſymptoms. of love. I 
could not loſe a moments ſight of Thy- 
amis; my eyes were intoxicated with 
pleafure while IJ was gazing on him; 
my heart leap'd into his poſſeſſion; I 
formed the moſt ardent wiſhes in his 
favour ;; I felt every blow he received ; 
I: would have ran to his aſſiſtance and 
warded them. off, but inſurmountable bar- 
riers oppoſed my purpoſe. 

If love in general when it attacks a 
heart, fills it with agitations of the moſt 


violent tranſports; with what ardour 
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muſt mine be cnflamed, diſpoſed as it 
had been to receive it. 
Tnyamis was conqueror; the glori- 
ous laurel was fixed upon his forehead. 
I follow'd with the crowd who ran to 
admire him. Thyamis perceived me, 
he fixed his eyes upon me; he appear- 
ed to forget his glory: the noble fierce- 
neſs which ſat upon his countenance 
was inſtantly chang'd to; an engaging 
tenderneſs. ' After this view I was no 
longer- miſtreſs of myſelf, I ran to Thy- 
amis; I took from my hair a crown of 
roſes which ornamented it, Here, amia- 
ble conqueror, ſaid I to Thyamis, pre- 
ſenting him with it, receive the prize of 
a ſecond victory; love has preſented. 
you with my heart and this crown of 
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roſes, © Thyamis diſplayed an emotion, 
wingled with ſurprize and joy at my diſ- 
coürſe, and me manner of min 


it. 10 152 - 11 Atrdd . 31 4 


— ee were at firſt aſtoniſi d; 
preſently they — 10 1696'Ean 


Ad itſelf in exceſm. 

J receive this crown, faid a 
on taking it of me, from the hands 
of the goddeſs of beauty; what a dear 
and glorious preſent! Call me no longer 
conqueror, -1 rel gn to you the honours 
of the triumph. N 
In ſpeaking thus, gb cauſed his 
car to approach; he preſented mie with 
his hand, and ufher'd me into it; he 
placed himſelf by me : then, tranſported 
with love, he forgot the applauſe and 
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honours that were prepared * him; he 
e me into his tent. 
D 
impetuous, becauſe it is born of ſenti- 
ment, and has an exiſtance in our heart 
even before. we have perceived it; we may 
diſpute with and guard againſt the other 
pafſions 3 but love is a rapid fire which 
ſeizesand enflames us in a moment. 
I wiped off the ſweat and duſt which 
covered the face of Thyamis; I gave 
myſelf up to the moſt exalted, tender- 
neſs; and how ſhould I be able to do 
otherwiſe? Melita had told me that 
love was the ſovereign happineſs; my 
heart and mind were filled with this. 
hyſtem ; z the eager tranſports of — 
did not uadeceire me- 
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Thuyamis did not know who I was, 
I knew not him, we knew that we 
loved each other, and that our united 
fouls could not be ſeparated: we did not 
tures which love created deprived us of 
the faculty of thinking: our tender in- 
toxication would have lafted a long 
time, if Melita had not come to inter- 
rupt it: T heard her cries and her com- 
plaints; I requeſted Thyamis to ſuffer 
her to enter the tent. She beheld in me 
the confuſion and agitation which love 
had given birth to; ſhe appeared un- 
eaſy ; and. not daring to explain herſelf 
before Thyamis, ſhe order'd me to fol- 
low her out.. 
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„No, faid I, Thyamis Will leave us a 
moment to ourſelves: well, continued I, 
' when I was left alone with Melita, have 
not I, profited by your leſſons : you! was 
deſirous that my happineſs ſhould ariſe 


— 


g from love I it does. Acquaint me now 
what I can do more to oblige you? 

6 My funplicity ia ſome meaſure appeaſ- 
ed Melita; ſhe flattered herſelf with 
b bringin g me back to her deſires. What 
| 1 have you done, Mirril, ſaid ſhe, and 
|: what is it you ſay to me! I ſee but too 
| -Plainly that you have imprudently ſuf- 


ſeered yourſelf tobe led away by, your 
7 deſires; and I perceive oy your diſ- 
courſe that you think you have ful- 


ö ly executed my ſcheme by procuring 
| yourſelf a lively pleaſure of a ſhort du- 
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ration: love is not a bleſſing unleſs fol- 
lowed or accompanied with the gifts of 
fortune. | 822 

Love, interrupted J with vivacity, is a 
bleſſing of itſelf; I now experience it. 
Suffer me to ſpeak, replied Melita, you 
are delirious, and I have my reaſon per- 
fect. 

Come to yourſelf, Mirril; the ſtep 
which y you have taken will my _ 
capricious ; they eſteem in us what they 
call virtue and reſerve, We muſt take 
advantage of their foibleſſes; quit this 
fatal tent, follow me; and never think 
of beſtowing : yourſelf ' on any perſon 
who has not riches | ſufficient to render 
your condition happy). „t n DART! 
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You would have me the property then, 
<ried I, of another perſon than Thya- 
mis! and can it be? Ah! rather give 
me inſtant death ! cruel Melita, you 
_ have deceived me! Love is the greateſt 
of all misfortunes, if it is the ſlave of 


intereſt; but I . perceive it is not love 
that you would have me practice; my 
heart has fellow'd your leſſons, as long as 
they have accorded with thoſe of Nature z 
it will reject them when they are fo- 
reign to thoſe, I Know not who Thya- 
mis is, but was he a {imple ſhepherd, my 
heart would only burn for him. Feb: 
- (Melita, \itritated wich this diſcourſe, 
expreſs'd her indignation ; ſhe told me 
thiat I was her flave z ſhe was about to 
make me ſenſible of i When 'Thyamis 
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entered, who had liſtened to our diſ- 


courſe, | 3 
Oh Thyamis ! cried J, appeaſe Me- 
lita; ſhe wants to take me from you 3 
ſhe can do it. Her views are centered 
all in intereſt; ſatisfy her; give her 
up all your riches, and only reſerve 
your heart for me; mine ſhall be ever 
vous! 5 
Thyamis, affected with my tranſports, 

embraced me, he wiped off my tears ; 
he ſtrove to appeaſe Melita, and to re- 
eſtabliſh harmony between us; he in 
ſome degree ſucceeded. | 

I contiqued in the tent of Thyamis 
while he continued in Elida. The mo- 
ments which I paſs d with him even cke 
Gods. might envy me! Hew ſhort did 
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they appear! The days which we con- 
— ſume | in grief and wearineſs ſeem of an 
"infuppbrtable length: | Uioſe Which we 
paſs in pleaſutes, appeat to fly from us 
with rapidity : but they do not on thoſe 
principles preſent themſelves to our me- 
mory: whole years made up of miſery 
and misfortunes appear but as a moment 
to us when they are paſſed; and the 
moments of pleaſure ſeem the longeſt 
days of our Whole life. The ſoul does 
not enjoy its exiſtence but when it is 
happy, it deems as nothing the hours of 
uneaſineſs and grief. i 

Melita ' perſecuted me] her anxiety 
for riches was not abated; Thyamis 
could not ſuffice her exactions: he of- 
\fered' her conſiderable ſums to obtain my 


- 
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favours; the was at laſt unwilling to re- 


fuſe ;-it was againſt her, inclination, to pro- 
ceed fo vigorouſly with me, as being her 
ſlave, entitled her: but the had ſome | 
reſpect for me, and thought. me. capable. 


of deffroying myſelf if ſhe de 


dict me. 

In che arms of Thyamis I forgot al. 
my misfortunes ; I. depoſited i in his heart | 
every unwelcome thought. 1 preſently per- 
ceiyed in me the natural effects of his. ten- 


+ 
. 


derneſs ; we were both of us as much de- | 


lighted with it, as Melita was afflicted: ſhe 


was now obliged to ſuſpend the execution 


of her deſigns. 5 | 
We were then at Athens; a "Gand of 
\ Thyamis had furniſh'd us with a lodging 


in his houſe : I never went out of it; I 
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breathed but for Thyumisy Twowdwot be 
ſeen of any one but him; T ſpent my days 
in the enjoyment of lis dear company. 
Melita exaſperated with my paſſion, con- 
ceived as great an averſion to me as ſhe 
had had a friendſhip. Thefe ſentiments 
made Thyamis tremble. Melita was'the 


abſolute miſtreſs of my fate: 
Thyamis had frequently in vain propoſed 
to Melita to carry us into a delicious coun- 


try, where we ſhould have nothing leſt us 
to defire : Melita was determined not to 
part from Greece; ſne would not rely 
upon the promiſes of Thyamis. Souls 
full of deceit, like that of Melita, are ever 
| full of jealouſy and diſtruſt. 

My dear Mirril, faid Thyamis one day to 


me, I can nolonger endure that you ſhould 
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be a ſlave. I will be wedded to you. Hymen 


I know: cannot make our bands more 
ſweet and amiable, but nothing will aſter- 
wards be able to break them. Melita has 


fixed a price upon you, which appears ex- 


orbitant to thoſe who. axe; unacquainted 


with you. I am ſenſible that I cannot pay 
too dear for ſo precious and invaluable a 


treaſure; but I muſt go into the country 
to procure the ſum. which Melita afks; I 
will recommend you to my friend; con- 
tinue you with him; my voyage will not 
be long; love will favour me, and we 


ſhall never more be ſeperated. 


I neither doubted of the words-or haut | 


of Thyamis; but I, who could not paſs a 
day without ſeeing him, who enumerated 


every moment he was abſent, how could 
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Iehdiireariabfehcefo Jon g fo infupportable. i 


Thyamis amuſed me when he promiſed n me 
a quick return, he went into Gaule ; the 


— 


diſtance between us then ſeemed almoſt in- | 


| . finite. 4 J 1411 ee 3 12 73 24 
I ſubmitted however, notwithſtanding 


my allarms, to reaſon and my lovers intereſt. 


Melita promiſed Thyamis to wait for him 


ſix months before ſhe diſpoſed of me. 


braced him; T would have expired in his 


arms, but I was forced from him in that 


; It is impoſſible for nie to expreſs what I 
endured at parting with Thyamis; I em- 


very moment, when my grief had deprived 


[ 

i | me of ſtrength and reaſon. 

| The emotion of Thyamis was not in- 
ferior to mine. I was acquainted that his 


* - 
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faves had carried him on board the ſhip 
in which he was to embark. 
The friend of Thyamis exerted his ut · 
moſt endeayours to allay the grief with 
which I was overwhelmed. His wife was 
amiable, compaſſionate and generous, we 
. were united with the ſtricteſt ties of friend - 
ſhip; ſhe gave me the moſt convincing 
proofs of her ſincere attachment: ſhe 
received in her arms a ſon which I was 
delivered of, ſhe took care of him, while 
I was labouring under pangs and miſery, 
and at the point of death. 4 
When I recovered my health, Me- 
lita renewed her perſecutions and her 
threats: ſhe proteſted that I ſhould ſhew 
myſelf at Athens, I promiſed to obey 
her when the time yas expired which had 


Vor. II, C 
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been limited to Thyamis. The time 
was at length elapſed, I gave myſelf 
over to the moſt poignant grief, Is this 
then, ſaid I, the happineſs I expgRed ? 
it would have been better for me had 
I never ſeen Thyamis. I ſhould indeed 
have taſted leſs of pleafure, but I ſhould 
have endured leſs pain: love preſently 
made me repent what my deſpair had 
dictated, 

Never was a heart more tortured than 
mine | What did I not fear for Thya- 
mis! What did I not fear for myſelf ! 
I imagined Thyamis was. become a prey 
to the moſt deplorable accidents ; and this 
idea augmented my diſtreſs : I did not 
accuſe Thyamis of inconſtancy ; a heart 
incapable of infidelity does not ſuſpect 
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it of another : but Melita, cruel Melita! 
wanted to ſeparate me for ever from my 
deareſt Thyamis: I could no longer re- 
ſiſt her. I preſently underwent all the 
misfortunes which I dreaded. 
Mlelita preferred a petition concern- 
ing me to the magiſtrates of Athens: 
ſhe came one day to tear me by force 
from the houſe of the friend of Thya« 
mis; my tears and prayers could not 
move her. I was hardly allowed time 
to embrace my generous friends, and te- 
commend to them the care of my ſon; 
they ſwore to me by the hoſpitable Ju- 
piter that he ſhould be the object of their 
tenderneſs and protection. 

Melita went to refide near the port 
of Peree; ſhe obliged me to go with her 


C2 
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there: when any foreign veſlels arrived 


her reſolution was to ſell me: ſhe doubt- 
ed not but that my beauty would attract 
ſome admirer who had riches and generoſity 
ſufficient to ſatisfy her avaritious deſires. 
Several Athenians made offers to Melita; 
but they were too inconſiderable ; ſhe 
rejected them. How delighted was 1 
then with. her avarice; that infamous 
paſſion, which was the cauſe of all my 
miſeries, for ſome time retarded my de- 
pair. ae 
I entreated all the Gods to grant me 
Thyamis, and more particularly addreſ- 
ſed myſelf to thoſe of the ſea. Even 


the infernal regions heard my voice. 


Thyamis might have been deſcended 
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there, and I thought that nothing could 
hinder me from following him. 

Flattering hope awakened me before 
Aurora; at the cloſe of the day ſhe 


diſappeared, and . ſucceeded her 
in my ſoul. 


I was one day with Melita on the 
ſea ſhore, an Egyptian ſhip arrived. A 
venerable old man and a handſome grace- 
ful young one deſcended the veſſel and 
came aſhore: they both made a full 
ſtop to gaze at me: the young man ap- 
proach'd Melita, aſked her who I was, 
with ſeveral other queſtions, and pre- 


ſently conſented to give for me the price 
ſhe exacted. 


In this cruel moment the Gods lent 
me ſtrength, they certainly inſpired me; 
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J approached the old man; my lord, 
ſaid I, your aſpect creates reſpect and 


confidence, the generoſity of your ſoul 


may be tead in your eyes: have pity 
on an unfortunate young woman : I am 
a ſlave; I am about to be ſold to the 
young man who accompanies you: oh! 


tear me from his arms, - or rather from 


the arms of death, which ! ſhould pre- 
fer to his; the Gods will recom- 


pence your generous action; and I will 


ſerve you with all the zeal and integrity 


which the moſt lively gratitude can in- 


| ſpire: it will animate me more than 


duty. 

Necepſos, for that was the name of 
the; venerabie old man, hearkened to 
me with aſtoniſhment : daughter ſaid he 
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to me, when I had ceaſed ſpeaking : I 
have too great an eſteem for virtue not 
to reward it when it is in my power. 
I look upon this moment to be the hap- 
pieſt of my life: Your requeſt ſhall be 
granted; you ſhall be mine, and I will 
be leſs your maſter than your father. 
Necepſos, after theſe words, drew near 
Melita; he offer'd her ſo large a ſum 
that I became immediately his property: 
the young man was agitated with anger, 
grief and revenge becauſe Melita had 
declined her bargain; but he did not 
then diſcover any tokens of his rage ; in 
the night he entered Melita's houſe, took 
poſſeſſion of all the money he found 
there, and went with ſpeed to Athens ; 
leaving Melita dying, and almoſt dead 
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with the blows ſhe had received from 


ſome ſlaves by the young man's order. 
Thus the Gods puniſhed Melita for 
eyery thing ſhe had done to corrupt my 
heart; their vengeance is proportion'd 
to our crimes; and they can never go 
unpuniſhed. 

I burſt into tears on hearing what 
had befel Melita; I had indeed received 
ill treatment from her; but ſhe had ta- 
ken a tender care of my infancy; the 
reaſons which I had to hate her, gave 
way to thoſe I had to love her: I ſent to 
ber with the conſent of Necepſos, the 
jewels which Thyamis had given me, and 
with them every valuable ornament I had, 
| Necepſos asked me ſeveral queſtions 
how I had paſe'd my time with Melita; 
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fear and ſhame obliged me to conceal the 
truth; I was unwilling to deſtroy the 
good opinion which Necepſos had con- 
ceived of me, the Gods have ſince pu- 
niſhed me ſeverely for it. | 
Before I knew Necepſos, I had never 
bluſh'd at my love for Thyamis ; but the 
encomiums which Necepſos beſtow'd 
upon virtue and modeſty, ſeemed to con- 
demn my paſſion; I was then as much 
aſhamed of the ptinciples which Melita 
had inſtilled i in me, as I bad before been 
courageous to purſue, 7 
Necepſos was to have continued ſome 
time at Athens, but ſome letters which 
he received | obliged. him; 40 part from 
| thence two days after he had bought me. 
I did not dare make a viſit to my child, 
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leſt Necepſos ſhould become acquainted 
with my adventure. This dear ſon drew 
from me floods of tears when I entered 
the ſhip which was to carry me far from 
Athens. But how great was my joy when 


I was informed that we were to go to 
Gaule. 


T returned thanks to the Gods with 
tranſport ; T thought myſelf already in the 
<arms of Thyamis ; fome allarms indeed 
affrighted me, but a lively hope oppoſed 
them and obtained the victory. 

Mortals in all places ought to erect al- 
tars of hope. Is there a divinity that affords 
them greatercomfort ? it ſupports them un- 
der painsand misfortunes, it anticipates and 
augments their pleaſures ; it preſerves their 
very being; in fine, it holds before their 
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eyes a magic mirror which changes every 
objeR, and it's illuſions are always agree- 
able. But, what do I ſay, we are not un- 
grateful forall theſe benefits ; is there any 
divinity that is dearer to us than hope.? 
Our hearts are it's altars, and our daysit's 
ſacrifices, 

Necepſos, I could perceive, had a kind- 
neſs for me; yet he ſpoke to me but little; 
he obſerved me with attention: the wiſe 
firſt conſult the mind and diſpoſition of 
thoſe with whom they are to live. 

Not a ſingle accident obſtructed or im- 
peded our voyage; we arrived at Gaule 
and landed at the port of Maſſalia: the 
reſidence of Necepſos was at Luteſia; we 
parted from Madlalia to go thither, When 


we were almoſt arrived there, I perc:ived 
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in the countenance of Necepſos, a violent 
emotion mixed with fear and ſorrow ; I was 
ſurprized at it: Necepſos had appeared 
to me an abſolute maſter of his paſſions. 
Necepſos knew my thoughts ; he had al- 
ready learned to read my heart, | 
Be not aſtoniſh'd my daughter, ſaid he, 
at... the alteration you behold in me; 
philoſophy doth not render us inſenſible; 
there are ſome paſſions which do honour 
to mankind.” I am alarmed for an only 
ſon, whom 1 affectionately love: I re- 
ceived a letter from his mother while I was 
at Athens, acquainting me that he had been | 
attacked and dangerouſly wounded by a 
tang of thieves ;- I fear my ſon repoſeth 
in His tomb. 22 
Ob, my lord! eryed I; Heaven grant 
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that your fears are groundleſs! I endure 
your pains; and ſure I may partake of the 
miſeries of my father and benefactor. Yes, 
continued I, tranſported with grief and 
' gratitude, I would gladly give up my life 
to preſerve that of your ſon. What ought 
I not to do for you! Necepſos was affect 
ed with my tender ſenſation. However 
generous we are, we are delighted with 
having obliged. the grateful. 

- Luteſta is a ſmall: town handſomely 
ſituated, it is encompaſs'd with 2 river, 
whoſe ſtream is elear and limpet. 
Tenecis, the wife of Necepſos, came to 
meet us: ſorrow was imprinted on ber 
countenance : you come, ſaid ſhe to Ne- 


cepſos, to receive your ſon's. laſt breath; 


| 
| 
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the ſituation he is now in will not permit 
the ſmalleſt hope. | | 
At theſe words 2 trembling, an uneafi- 
neſs unknown before, invaded me. 1 
went with Necepios into his ſon's cham- 
ber, I thought my allarms and agitations 
were the children of acknowledgment. I 
ought to have comprehended that the emo- 
tions I felt proceeded from love. Inſtinct 
often furniſhes us with ſurer conjectures 
than thoſe which reaſon forms : this how- 
ever I experienced, I beheld in the ſon of 
Necepſos my deareſt Thyamis. But my 


eyes were leſs ſenſible of it than my heart; 


a livid paleneſs had chaced the beautiful 
vermillion from his cheeks ; the beautiful 
colour of his lips was entirely changed. 
His eyes, which I had bcheld as brilliant 
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as the rays of the ſun, were overcaſt and 
dying. Gods! what did I endures my 
ſoul was about to abandon me, when acry 
of ſurprize and joy from Thyamis, re- 
called it. Thyamis extended his arms, I 

threw myſelf into them. Thyamis, deli- 
nous with joy, repeated every moment 
My dear Mirril, is it then true —Do I 
again behold thee ! What favourable God 
has granted you to my wiſhes. 

Love, for ſome moments, ſupported the 
firength'of Thyamis ; but the violence of 
his tranſports had enfeebled it, I thought 
he was expiring. I was plunging into 
an abyſs of defpair ; but Necepſos, leaving 
Thyamis in the arms of a tender mother, 
obliged me to follow him into another 
chamber, 
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' Daughter, ſaid he to me, your preſence 
would cauſe the death of Thyamis ; he is 
not in a condition to ſupport ſo violent an 
emotion ; I hope however he will be re- 
ſtored, Yes; Mirril, love will effect this 
miracle; nothing is impoſſible to him: 
but acquaint me with the birth of your 
paſſion for Thyamis: that dear child has 
need of repoſe; employ that time then in 
ſatisfying my curioſity: and firſt remember 
that falſhood i is baſe and mean. 

My Jord, ſaid I to Necepſos, I 2 
ſtand you, and I know, how greatly. I am 
culpable. Daughter, reſume] he, be not 
uneaſy, | I do not intend to aMict you with 
reproaches: | there are none of us free 


* 


from errors but it is noble to confeſs our 
faults, and correct them. You have, de- 
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| ceived me at Athens, but ſpeak to me now 
with ſincerity. 

Theſe words encouraged me. 1 aſſured 
Necepſos that I would not conceal or diſ- 
guiſe any thing. Well, reſumed he, when 
I had ceaſed ſpeaking, if you had placed 
an entire confidence in me, you would 
now have nothing to defire. You would 
have been with your father, your husband, 
and your ſon, Perhaps it may be ſo ſtill. 

Oh, my lord, cried I, throwing my- 
ſelf at the feet of Necepſos, what is it you 
ſay to me? Ought I to hope for ſo much 
happineſs. I am your ſlave, I am your 
ſons ſlave. Duty and gratitude has at- 
tached me to you, love attaches me to 
Thyamis. Would you then convert my 


chains into a glorious. title! How ſhall I 


— 
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ſupport the weight of your generoſity! 
How ſhall I expreſs a grateful ſenſe of it. 
The vivacity of my ſenſibility is too great 
to be augmented. 

Mirril, ſaid Necepſos tenderly em- 
bracing me, you deſerve to be my Daugh- 
ter; I perceive in your heart the ſeeds of 
all the virtues; an ill education has not 

been able to deſtroy them; a ſoul like 
yours is worthy of all my care; I will raiſe 


it to the Gods, of whom it is the image: 


but, let us return to Thyamis, he has per- 
haps recovered his ſtrength. We are pre- 
ſently accuſtomed to happineſs, and it be- 
comes tranquille; his joy will doubtleſs be 
equally great, but it will be leſs affecting 
when he is acquainted with what I am 
preparing for him. The greateſt object 
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of a father's attentions ſhould be to ren- 
der his children happy. 

Thyamis waited for me with all the 
impatience which love inſpires z his looks 
were no longer dull and inanimate. I fat 
myſelf down by his bedfide ; our ſighs and 
careſſes were for a long time our ſole in- 
terpreters. How confuſed and unconnected 
were our expreſſions. When we endea- 
voured to ſpeak, our words could not 
keep place with the rapidity of our 
thoughts: we ſpake both at the ſame 
time, and could not underſtand or anſwer 
each other, 

Necepſos, alarmed with the agitation 
in which he beheld his ſon, approac'd us: 
he related to Thyamis what he had heard 
from me. Thyamis liſtened : to it with 
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attention: from the recital he felt the pains 
which I had ſuffered to preſerve myſelf 
for him: it penetrated his ſoul. What 


is beſtowed upon a grateful heart is never 
loſt. 


When Necepſos had finiſhed his narra- 
rative he promiſed my hand to Thyamis; 
and thus to compleat our happineſs. - 

Necepſos was perfe&tly.acquainted with 
the virtue of ſimples, he knew all the ſecrets 
of medicine ; by the help of that art he 
cured Thyamis ; | my preſence ſeconded 
his endeavours: our bodies generally par- 
take of the impreſſions of our minds, 

My dear Mirril, faid Thyamis to me 
one day, I muſt acquaint you with every 
thing that has happened to me ſince; our 
ſeparation : the recital of my ſufferings 


- 


— 
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will be a pleaſure to me. After a cruel 
ſhipwreck, when we are ſecure in port, 
it is with delight we behold a tems. 
peſtuous and troubled ſea. 

I left Athens with a heart full of love 
and grief ; the winds were ſo favourable. 
to us that at the end of eight days. we 
landed at Maſſalia; I proceeded haſtily - 
from thence to Luteſia. 

Teneſis was ſurprized and allarmed at 
ſeeing me; I was not to have returned 
without Necepſos: ſhe was under appre- 
henſions for him, I conſoled her, and 
told her it was in obedience to the com- 
mands of Necepſos that I was return'd to 
Luteſia. . | 

It was s not to Teneſis that I was to. ap- 


* 


ply for money to ſatisfy the demands of 
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Melita; our fortune was too ſmall : It was 
Arminius that I depended upon. United 
to Arminius by the moft tender friend- 
ſhip, I was perfectly acquainted with 
his diſpoſition; I had often received 
teſtimonies of his affection. 

Arminius is beloved and favoured by the 
king of Lutefia ; he is not leſs eſteemed by 
the nobility and people, ſo well he knows 
how to employ the riches and power he 
enjoys. Hatred, injuſtice, or vengeance 
have never poſſes a fingle portion of 
his heart. He is one of thoſe ſouls to 

which vice of all kinds is utterly a ſtranger. 
I opened my heart to Arminius; I ac- 
qainted him with the exceſs of my paſhon, 


Joy was viſible in his countenance; he 


thanked me for giving him an opportunity 
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of declaring his eſteem; his ſentiments 
were thoſe of a real friend. Though the 
fortune of Arminius was great, the ſum I 
requeſted was very conſiderable for him. 
Arminius joyfully conſented. A generous 
ſoul is ignorant of the value of the favouts 
he beſtows 


I departed from Luteſia to go to 
Maſſalia; ſome robbers attacked me in 
the middle of a thick forreſt : they were 
a great many in number, and I had with 
me only two ſlaves: I defended myſelf a 
long time; but having received ſeveral 
wounds, I loft my ſtrength. and fell down 
weltering in blood at the foot of a tree : 
the robbers thought me dead ; they robbed 
me and departed; my flaves who ran 
away and hid themſel ves in the wood, re- 
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turned when the danger was over, and 
carried me to a neighbouring village : one 
of them ſet out for Luteſia, we was not 
then far from it. 

The wounds I received were not mor- 
tal, but the quantity of blood I had loft, 
rendered my recovery doubtful. I'was in- 
ſenſible of the care that was taken of me. 

Teneſis, in the mean time, arrived, 
trembling: and terrified leſt I ſhould not 
recover; ſhe cauſed me to be conveyed to 
Luteſia, My wounds did not heal or 
grow better; they were envenomed by 
the uneaſineſs with which I was agitated. 
When I recovered my ſenſes, I perceived 
how great were my misfortunes, I ſaw 
every glimpſe of hope was vaniſhed: I 


was now unable to ſatisfy the exactions 
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of Melita, and break the chains of my 
dear Mirril. I could indeed return again 
to Arminius; but was not that an abuſe 
upon his friendſhip ? After a long combat, 
love got the victory of my juſt repugnan- 
ces; I ſent to the palace of Arminius, to 
acquaint him with what had happened to 
e. What a thunder ſtroke The meſ-- 
LO informed me that Arminius was 
not at Luteſta, that he was that very day 
ſet out upon ſome private buſineſs, and the 
road he had taken was held a n 
ſecret. 
1 ſaw the time advancing with long 
ſtrides, when Melita was to diſpoſe of you; 
I was o overwhelmed with grief that 
Teneſis was hopeleſs of my recovery. She 
wrote ta Necepſos; ſhe knew the time 
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when he was to be at Athens, You have 
ſeen my dear Mirril, how juſt were her 
allarms; and the forrowful condition- 
which deſpair and love can reduce us to. 

When the health of Thyamis was re- 
eſtabliſhed, Necepſos thought of our wed- 
ding; the preparations were preſently 
made; Necepſos loved ſimplicity. 

I married Thyamis, and we experi- 
enced together thoſe joys which almighty 
love beſtows. | 

Then I was happy! but how dearly 
have I ſince paid for my happineſs! my lord, 
ſaid I one day to Neeepſos; you are an 
Egyptian, by what caprice of fortune 
came you to fix your reſidence in Gaul? 
Your curioſity is natural, replied Ne- 
cepſos ; I will ſatisfy it; it is reaſonable 


* 
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that you ſhould know thoſe to whom you 
are united in the ſtrongeſt bands 
Memphis is my country. My bleod 
derives its ſource-from that of the kings of 
Egypt. Loaded: with the gifts of fortune, 
I did not like many other mortals, make 
her my fole divinity. I deſpiſed effemi- 

- nacy and eaſt, and ran with ſpeed in the 
paths of philoſophy, I did not neglect 
any of the ſciences. 

The illuminatious which my mind receiv- 
ed gaye my reaſon an abſolute empire oves 
my paſſions, and to my ſoul that fortitude, 
that peace ſo neceſſary to our tranquility. 
Happy would it have been for me if I had 
gathered nothing but thoſe fruits of wiſ- 
dom I but horiour, inconftant honour; 

| whoſegliteriog outſide conceals itsinward 
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bitterneſs, preſented itſelf, I taſted it, and 
ſoon felt all its poiſon. 

Envy is the inſeperable companion of 
fame: people from all countries came to 


conſult me: I was the oracle of all Egypt; 


and the more I was admired, the-more 
my enemies encreaſed. | 
I reſpeRed religion, but I weeded it of 
the numerous ſuperſtitions which diſ- 
honoured-it: the prieſts repreſented the 
ſolidity of my judgment as a crime ; they 
declared that I was propagating error 
they perhaps thought ſo : intereſt cauſed 
them to miſunderſtand the truth. | 
Murmurs and diſcontent are generally 
the fore-runnners of calumny. The king 
Was terrified i into obedience to his prieſts ; ; 
they threaetned him with the vengeance of 
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the Gods, if he encouraged me; and that 
he ſhould feel its moſt malignant effects, if 
he did not diſcharge me their enemy: un- 
der that title was I baniſh'd from Egypt. 

l ſupported this diſgrace with the forti 
tude which I had acquired by the ſtudy 
of mankind, and the variety of accidents 
which chequer and diſcompoſe our lives. 

I knew not where to find an aſylum, I 
was not ignorant that misfortunes delight 
to follow us after we have received the 
firſt blow. The prudent man is never 
without a reſource; I concealed my moſt 
valuable books, and part of my fortune in 
a cave under ground, without the walls of 
Memphis: There I retired from the con- 
verſe of mankind. 

Teneſis accompanied me in my exile: 
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There is nothing that a man ſo dearly 
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I frove to fix at Athens, but there I ex- 

perienced a ſecond perſecution. I at length 
diſcovered that of all the nations in the 
known world there was only one that had 
not embraced the yoke of ſuperſtition and 
fanaticiſm. That nation was Gaul; 1 
embarked for that place. I wanted to 


male choice of a country where I might 


enjoy the liberty of thinking as I pleaſed. 


pays for as the lacribce of his reaſon. 
I made no ſtay at Maſſalia, or any other 
of thoſe celebrated cities which I found on 
the boxders of Gaul; I proceeded on my 
voyage to Luteſia; and here it was that 
I found: mep fuch as I could wiſh them. 
The religion of the Gauls is founded 
on resſos ; t does nat forbid any one to 
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refle&. . Their manners are pure without 
the help of laws or chaſtiſements: the 
voice of nature is their guide, and that 
will never lead them aftray. 
| They have not a multiplicity of Gods, 
like the Greeks and Romans; they adore 
but one; and him they do not repreſent 
as a monſtrous compoſition made up of 
faults and perfetions, vices and virtues; 
they honour him with a ſincere reverence 
from their hearts, and not with incenſe. - 

Nothing has been ſo much abuſed by 
martals-as religion; it has been generally 
interpreted according to the intereſts or 
paſſions of che interpreters _ 

The Gauliſh prieſts, who are called 
druids, do not endeavour to link the griev- 
ous chains of prejudice and fear, to terrify 
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and afflict the people. They are not for 
impoſing a yoak on others which they are 
unwilling to bear themſelves. 

The Gauls are kind and fociable, but 
fierce and terrible to their enemies. A juſt 
vengeance is not abſolutely condemnable: 
every animal will preſerve and defend it- 

ſelf, man can do more; he can puniſh thoſe 
who attempt to- injure him: but how 
great it is to pardon ! The victory obtain d 
by clemency is more glorious than that 
obtained by valour: in fine it is much 
greater to reſtore a man than to deſtroy 
him. i 5 OIL UTIIE? £9 9571 | 

The Gauls ſhew mercy to their enemies 
whom they have conquered, or who are 
too feeble to defend: themſelves, In ſhort, 
they ſurictiy abide by that law engtaven 


. 4 4 


Wax of the Pass1ons. 57 


in our hearts, of doing to others, as we 
would have they ſhould do unto us. 
Yn They are paſſionately fond of the 
ſciences; they even permit the knowledge 
of them to their women, who make great 
progreſs therein, and are equally diſ- 
tinguiſhed for their ſenſe and knowledge 
as for their perſonal charms. The women 
are not brought up in idleneſs and affecta- 
tion, as they are in Greece. They are 
not from their cradle inſtructed to conceal. 


their real ſentiments; nor are they con- 
ducted from the paths of diflimulation to 
thoſe of perfidy. But however great may 
be their ſimplicity and want of artifice, 
they are not the leſs handſome, or leſs en- 


gaging. They have a rational ſyſtem of 


D 5 


— 
- = ** — » - -+- — _ — 
E —— IDS ů gon ho = LS 
_- M4 on * _ _ — 


58 War of the Paxzions. 

l . | love. Love is not a vice when uncor- 

rupted with any other paſſion, 
What the Greeks call liberty the Gauls 

look upon as 2 meer brilliant ſhadow, 


6 they are not aſhamed of being ſubjeR to 
. ga ſingle man. And ſo far are they from 


conteſting who ſhould bear the weight of 
government, they ſubmit with pleaſure 
to thoſe who are laden with, it, They 
 fuccour and reſpect their kings. That 
who now reigns over them is fignalized by 
his piety, and love for his ſubjects. He is 
heaven, from whom he has received 
the moſt extraordinary favours. - 
They one day celebrated a ſolemn feſti- 
val. The king began the ceremony by 
the moſt ardent prayers for his ſubjects. A 
wiſe and reverend druid raiſed his voice, 
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und ſaid to the pious monarch: Prince, God 
will recompente your virtues; he com- 
manded tne to acquaint you with the hap · 
pinck which he has reſerved for thoſe who 
love you. After many ages, a king, in 
whoſe perſon is united the moſt ſhining 


qualities of his predeceſſors, ſhall reign in 


Luteſia. Crowned in his moſt tender in- 
fancy, he will learn, almoſt from his 
cradle, the art of governing; he will join 
to the mien of a hero and the majeſty of a 
king, the charms and graces of an amiable 
man. Always accompanied with victory, 
he ſhall chain it to his char, as well by his 
valour as his prudence. ; 
There will be a time when his people 


will fear that his glorious laurels will be 
turn'd to mournful cypreſs, Heaven wilt 


— — 
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will grant him to the prayers of his faithfud 
ſubjects. In fine the Gauls, happy under 
his government, will immortalize their 
ſentiments for him by giving him a name 
which ſhall declare their affection and 
finiſh his elogium. 


Thus ſpake the druid: the e 


of the king cannot be expreſs'd, nor the 


joy and acclamation of his people. I was 


now better than ever acquainted with the 


genius of the Gaulifh nation, and how 


ſtrongly they are attached to their ſove- 


reign: 
I was not a ſtranger in Gaul: I found 


in every breaſt juſt my own ſentiments. 


Notwithſtanding the mediocrity of my for- 
tune I procured friends: it is here that 
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meritlies never conceal'd, but ſhines with- 
out the eclat of riches.” | 

If I found myſelf among philoſophers 
more learned and judicious than myſelf, I 
liſtened to them attentively. If I was 
with thoſe of a moderate underſtanding g 
and conceited in their opinifs, I ſtrove by 
gentle arguments to convince them of 
their errors and bring them to a rational 
way of thinking. It is cruel to laugh at 
the defects of another. 

Heaven, to render my happineſs per- 
ſectly compleat, granted me a ſon, My 
dear Thyamis received birth, I was par- 
ticularly careful | in his education : my en- 
deavours were crowned with ſucceſs : 1 


never found but one fault in IO 55 it 
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was his indifference for women. You, 
my dear Mirril, have cured him of that. 

You may be able to judge, by the ſpe- 
cimen I give you of my manner of thinking, 
that I did not hefitate to wed you to my 
fon. I am ignorant of your birth, but 1 
am not of the perſections which nature has 
endowed you with ; I prefes them to an 
advantage which is nothing without virtue. 

Thyamis requeſted, with the ardor of 
impetuous youth, to ſee the olympic games; 
I was determined to return to Egypt to 
get my treaſure. I departed with Thy- 
amis, I left him at Elide, and bade him 
go to wait for me at Athens 3 I was at 
Memphis, and lay concealed there with 
one of my friends. 1 | put all my riches 
on board an Egyptian veſſel; arrived ſaſe 
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at Athens, and there I found in you the 
ſupport and happineſs of my old age. 
The wiſe diſcourſe of Necepſos was 
enchanting to the ear, and I could have 
likened to him for ever. - | 
Necepſos tutored me jn every ſcience 
he formed my heart and mind, 
Necepſos, admired and reſpected, was 
the ſole felicity of his family, when the 
cruel ſheers cut aſunder his thread of life. 
Lamentations and tears of ſincerity were 
the funeral pomp of Necepſos ; he deſired 
he might not have any more, and his de- 
fires were always deemed ſacred by us. 
All the inhabitants of Luteſia were af- 
flicted for the death of Necepſos. Virtue 
and knowledge are inevitable charms. 
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Thyamis had often written to his friend 
at Athens, but never received an anſwer 
to any of his letters. I was greatly alarmed 
for my ſon; heaven had not given me 
any other child. I requeſted 'to Thyamis 
to make a voyage to Athens: Thyamis 
had no deſires but mine. With difficulty 
Teneſis eonfented to our departure; we 
went to Maſſalia. 
A ſhip was ready to ſet ſail for Greece, 
we embarked in it. The ſecond day of 
our voyage, the ſhip was toſſed with the 
moſt violent tempeſt; it continued thus 
| fifteen days, during which time we had 
very little hopes of ever beholding land 


again. We were already hurled beyond 
the eolumns of Hercules, and were ſail- 


| ing in the immenſe ocean, when he per- 
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ceived ſeveral little iſlands. The pilot 
cried out with a loud voice, let us exert our 
utmoſt efforts to reach the ſhore, before 


our ſhip be ſwalled up by the waves: His 
{kill preſerved us from all the rocks ; we 
landed in one of the iſlands ; we ſaw the 
remains of a ſhip which the tempeſt had 
juſt before ſhattered to pieces; I'wept for 
the unfortunates who had ſuffered ſhip- 


wreck ; I oughtrather to have envied their 


fate, I was about to become a greater 

object of pity. | | 

Our ſhip was in a tortihle ſhatteted 
te we obtained permiſſion of the 
king to remain ſome days in the iſland: 
ſeeking for a place to lodge in, we ar- 
rived where they offer up cruel ſactiſices 
to Neptune. 
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: We were ignorant of 0 barbarou a 
cuſtom, we approached the altar; but 
how great was my ſurprize when I ſaw 
what were their victims I was going to 
ly, and drag my Thyamis with me, 
when I beheld him ruſh among the peo- 
ple, and run to one of the miſerable 
wretches they were going ta facrifice. 
fone my dear Arminius, cried 
e, preſerve thy ys or let us. periſh to- 
—_— SS f 03. | 1880 
It was in vain to endeavour to ſtop 
Thyamis; wick his fword he warded off 
tlidle that approached him. Arminius 
tore from the prieſt the fatal halbert, and 
wich it ſeconded the efforts of Thyamis : 
I was: ſeined with | horror, I drew my 
— and ruſhed in the middle of 


1 
$ 
} 
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them. I ſtrove to parry off the blows 
which were addreſſed to Thyamis. Love 
gave me ſtrength, that of Arminius and 
Thyamis was more than human ; but it 
was impoſlible that we ſhould long reſiſt, 
the number of our enemies encreaſed 
every moment. 
Arminius fell firſt, being wounded all 
over the body i Thyamis would have re- 
venged the death of his friend, but the 
ſorrow he felt, his fears on my account, 
and the wounds which he had received, 
enfeebled him, he was eafily difarmed. 
| I preſently threw down my poniard, 
and changed. a fruitleſs defence into ſub- 
miſſion; I conjured the prieſt to ſpare 
m__ and acute ve. ; 
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tition; the people cried out, let them 


But they would not hearken to my pe- 


both be ſacrificed; they both deſerve 
death; they ought to ſupply the place of 
that victim, of which they have robbed 
Neptune. This fatal decree was to be 
immediately executed. I was only juſt 
permitted the mournful pleaſure of em- 
bracing Thyamis for the laſt time; our 
looks and groans were the ſole interpre- 


ters of our grief; it could not be —— 


by any other language. 


We would have ſuffered for each other ; 3 


deſpiſing death on our own accounts, we 
feared only for the object of our love. 


- My lord, faid I to the prieſt, ſuifer me 


to die before Thyamis, or the grief of 
ſeeing him expire, will rob you of part 
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of your vengeance 3 I ſhall expire with 
him. Thyamis preferred the ſame peti-- 


tion. Alas ! my prayers were uſeleſs and 
his were hearkened fo. 


And now, what am I going to tell 
you? 1 ſaw the mortal ſtroke given, the 
blow which robbed me of my Thyamis. 
Hold, cried I, my deareſt huſband, I will 
follow thee ! our ſouls ſhall not be ſepa» 
rated. In ſaying theſe words, I uncover-- 
ed my breaſt, and preſented it to the 
prieſt, But oh greateſt of misfortunes! 
when he was going to ſtrike the blow, 
he ſtarted back trembling and amazed. 
He threw himſelf before the altar. O 
ye Gods ! cried he, do not demand my 
daughter, leſt I facrifice myſelf! No, you 
cannot exact ſuch barbarity. Good peo- 
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ple, continued he, ſeek for another arm 
to plunge it in my blood, for mine re- 
fuſes to perform the cruel office. 

I know my daughter by the mark worn 
by all thoſe who deſcend from your kings! 
I have ſeen the ſacred print engraven by 

Almarif, that was the name of the 
prieſt, was beloved: by the people, ſome 
of them ran to the king, who was his 
brother, to relate to him what had hap- 
pended, the others came to me and re- 
leaſed me; they unanimouſly cried out 
that I ought not to periſh. 

My father wanted to embrace me,. an 
impulſe of tenderneſs made me approach 
him; but when. I was about to throw 
myſelf in his arms, ſeeing his hands 
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. with as blood of .Thyamis, 1 


drew back with horror, and threw my- 


ſelf on my unfortunate huſband ; ; I trove 


to bring him back to life and love. 
He breathed till ; his eyes, during this 
time, being fixed upon me, he ſaw by 
what means I eſcaped impending death. 
I beheld in his countenance a tender j joy, 
which he had not ſtrength to expreſs with 


his lips; 1 ſtrove to delay the flight of 
his ſoul, or to accompany it with my 


own. What cannot love effect ? Thya- 


mis was re-animated by my careſſes. 


My dear Mitril, faid he, 1 return 
thanks to the Gods for the care they | 


have taken to preſerve you; ; finiſh te 
work they have begun; ; promiſe me, and 


confirm it with an oath, that you will 


= 
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** — 


the end that I may live in you; live for our 
ſon; for that dear pledge of our affection; 
and, to enable you to combat with your 
grief, reflect upon the wiſe leſſons of Ne- 
cepfos ! : 

My lord, continued Thyamis, ſpeaking 
to Almarif, you whom I pardon for taking 
away my life, and whom I look upon as a 
father, do not, I beſeech you, ſuffer my 
body and chat of Arminius, to be treated 
like thoſe of villains. The cruel accidents 
which ſtop the courſe of our days, are not 


always the chaſtiſements of the Gods. 1 


die by endeavouring to preſerve the life of 
my friend. A glorious death is often the 


recompence of virtue. 
Almarif promiſed Thyamis upon oath 


not abandon yourſelf to deſpair ; live, to 


1 2 5 
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that be would comply with his requeſt. I 


could notavoid obedience tothe oath which 
Fhyamis had exacted from me; Thyamis 
inſiſted on it ; I ratihed it, and ſaluted him 
with a tender kiſs. Alaſs ! it was replete 
with ſorrow and bitterneſs ; my lips re- 
ceived the laſt breath of Thyamis. 

Till that moment, the hopes of follow- 


ing Thyamis to the tomb had given me 


ſtrength; I could not ſupport the horror 
of ſurviving him. Speechleis and almoſt 
breathleſs I threw myſelf upon the body 
Thyamis. | | 

When I recovered, I found myſelf in 
the arms of a venerable woman, who cal- 
led me her daughter, and embraced me 
with the utmoſt tenderneſs. I was inſen- 


ſible of it, I invoked death to take me in 
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his arms: but when I called to mind the 
promiſes which I had made Thyamis, my 
tranſports were in ſome degree abated. - 

Elima (that was the name of my mo- 
ther) would not leave me; three days 
elapſed without ſeeing Almarif; I durſt 
not ſpeak of him ; I both wiſh'd and fear'd 
his preſence; nature pleaded in my heart 
in his fayour ; but love extinguiſhed it's 
voice. I ſaw in Almarif a tender father, 
but J alſo ſaw in him the murderer of my 
husband. 

Theſe variety of ſentiments-tore my 
very ſoul; reaſon and virtue came to de- 
cide between them; Necepſos had coun- 
celed me to call them to my aſſiſtance; 
they told me that the moſt ſacred of all 
duties. was that of ſne wing our attachment 


N 
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7 


and reſpect ta thoſe. who had given us 


being; and that nothing ſhould excuſe us 
ftem it; [ hearkened to their voice, and 1 
ſubmitted ta their impreſſions, 

Madam, fd Ito Elima, you donot ſpeak 
to me of Almarif; have I rendered myſelf 
unworthy of his affection? No, my dear 
daughter, replied Elima, he will ever love 
you, but he fears he ſhall augment your 
grief; he hopes time will alleviate it. Rea» 
ſon, reſumed I, will have the ſame effect 
upon a heart of fortitude, that time will 
have upon a timorous one: it 3 
and conducts me notwithſtanding all the 
torturing agitations which it cannot ap- 
peaſe : deign therefore to requeſt Almarif 
to pardon me; I refuſed his careſſes alas 
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I knew not what Idid in the firſt emotions 
of my grief. 

Elima made me no anſwer, but went 
immediately to call Almarif. Spight of 
all my reaſoning, and the reſolution with 
which I armcd myſelf, my heart was 
grievouſly agitated at the ſight of Almarif; 
ſpeech expired within my lips before I 
could give it utterance. A ſudden trem- 
bling ſeized me, I preſented my hand to 
my father, and entertained in my ſoul a 
confuſed mixture of ſorrow, tenderneſs and 
| horror. 

Almarif ſaw my confuſion, he was 
deeply affected at it: daughter, ſaid he, I 
pity your misfortunes, but I am as great 
an object of pity as yourſelf. Aſter ha- 
ving ſor a long time petitioned the Gods 


| 


| 
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for your return, you at length was granted 


me, and I have plunged you into an abyſs 
of grief; I ſacrificed before your eyes, your 
affectionate husband; I was about to ſa- 
crifice you alſo. But my intention had 


not any part in thoſe fatal blows. Alaſs! _ 
I did not know you; but I am not leſs the 
author of your miſeries; whenever you : 


behold my hands you will think them 
crimfbnedwith the blood of Thyamis. How 
tormenting is it to a father to beindebted 
to your virtue only for the teſtimonies of 


are you acquainted with my heart! the 
paſſions which riot in it, are not able to 
eraſe the ſentiments en graved therein by 
nature] I behold in you the author of my 


E 3 
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lie, "and not that of my ' misfortunes : 
Heaven has ordained me to ſuffer to exer- 
cle my virtues ! K Adverſity a and misfortunes 


make them ſhine out with greater luſtre, 


| But, my lord, deign to inform me how is 
che body of Thyamis diſpoſed. 

'You know, anſwered Almarif, that 1 
promiſed Thyamis that I would preſerve 
his body and. that of Arminius from an 
outrage which they did not deſerve. It was 
with the greateſt difficulty that I could de- 
fend them from thggę 


obliged to have * 
ſed the bodies of the two malefactors to be 


thrown into the ſea, and Mole of your 


al of the people. Iwas 


artifice. T cau- 


husband and his friend I have privately 
conveyed away: wey are embalmed, and | 
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vou may render them your laſt duties | 


whenever you pleaſe. | 
I thanked Almarif ; the hope of ſeeing 


again the precious remains of my dear 
Thyamis gave me new ſtrength and ſpirits. ; 
I. was conducted into, a private chamber 
beneath Almarif's palace; I found there 
the bodies of Thyamis and Arminius, I 
cauſed them to be laid both in the ſame 


coffin, and had the chamber hung with 
mourning; ; the more forrowful i it appeared, 


the more it nouriſhed my grief. It was 


in this place that I paſſed the greater part 
of my, days and nights; I never ſhould - 
have left it but in obedience to Elima and 


Almarif. 


1 related to them my adventures; 3 Al- 
marif acquainted me with the accident 
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which had ſeperated me from him, and ex- 
plained to me the myſterious mark which 
I had worn. 

Hyrcan prince of Scythia, ſaid he, was 
the firſt king of this iſland: the uſurper 


of his throne having baniſh'd him out of 


Scythia, he ſought an aſſylum in Crete: it 
was there that love attended Hyrcan ; 


this prince had till that time preſerved his 


liberty ; he gloried in his indifference, and 
_ deſpiſed the darts of love. If that deity 


knows how to inſpire paſſion and ardour 
in hearts that have hitherto enjoyed a per- 
ſet tranquility, he can alſo ſoften and 
temper thoſe that are the moſt ferocious 


The prince of Scythia ſhortly experienced 
his power : the princeſs of Crete was hand- 
ſome; Hyrean faw her, admired her, and 


* 


| 
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for the firſt time ſighed for her; he loved, 


and was beloved inreturn : having obtained - 
the conſent of the princeſs, he requeſted 
her of the king in marriage, who diſdain- 
fully refuſed any alliance with a fugitive. 


and a barbarian. 


- Hyrcan, exaſperated with this ceculle,- 


endeavoured to fatiate his revenge and 


love. The princeſs partly in compliance 
to her lover, and partly to her own deſires, 


permitted Hyrcan to abſcond with her; a 


cretan veſſel received them. 


Hyrcan fearing the vengeance of the 


2 king of Crete ſhould overtake him, re- 


ſolved to tranſport himſelf to an immence 
di Lance, and fix his reſidence in Ethiopia. 
The ſhip they ſailed in, had hardly paſſed 


through the mediterranean ſea and entered: 


23 


** and ſunk in an abyſs of water; 


B 
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ceived the iſland, we ſaw that it wasuh« 

* ishabited; and that we might ſafely, land- 

« theres" i faitility: appeared delightful ; 
- bye: ee, e hed Almoſt reached the 
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| Hprean love to — how but * 


one immeadiately took up arms againſt 
. in as e be * recourſe to 


be, e c—_ loye is qriminal © in | your 
eln, . is bus juſt hat you ſhoyld de- 


band zv vit. Spare but the life of 


dhe pancets. I. adore, and 1 wil es 
myſelſ inte. the. ſea. But 1 love may be 
held from the Jaws of an harſh con- 
Rraints if hu approve a paſſion chaſte 
and ardent, abate your anger ! ſhut up 
the winds in their profound .caverns, In- 


fructed by the protection you havg granted 


me that you will faygur the innocent, and 
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puniſh only the ly, I promiſe you 
to continue in Ks... which appears 
before us, and to ſacrifice to you all thoſe 
unfortunate wretches who have eſcaped 
your anger; their blood ſhall bathe your 
altars, and their bodies ſhall be thrown 


among the waves. 
No ſooner had Hyrcan pronounced 


tis terrible vow than the winds were 


lulled aſleep, the ſea became calm, and 
the veſſel arrived at the iſland. All the 
paſſengers followed Hyrcan, they looked 
on him as a divinity, and would not part 
from him. They continued in that iſland 
till-it became too populous, and then ſent 
colonies to neighbouring iſlands, which 
were all tributary and dependant upon 
the king of the former. 
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In the mean time Hyrcan, faithfull to 
his promiſe, iſſued. a law that the perſon 
next to the crown ſhould always be the 
Chief of the ſacrificing prieſts. 

The blood of Jupiter and Europe ran 
through the veins of the princeſs of Crete., 
Hyrcan. commanded that their names 
ſhould be engraven in the hearts of the 
princes and princeſſes of the royal family, 
that they might in all their actions remem- 
ber their celeſtial origin. I myſelf en- 
graved on you thoſe characters; do not 
wonder then that I ſhould know you again. 

J had been a long time married toElima, 
ſhe became nota mother, tho' ſhe was anx- 
iouſly deſirous of being ſuch. You at len gth 
were granted to her wiſhes; Elima thought 
ſhe had obtained you from Diana ; ſhe 
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conſecrated you to that chaſte Goddefs, but 
you was not by that means excluded the 
throne, to which you might have been 


called (the king having no other child,) 


you on the contrary would have the 
| Kronget chm to it: but the * 1 
love you would be for ever denied. :. 

When you had attained your 3 
lima condacted you to the famous tema 
ple of Diana, which is in one of our 
neighbouring iſlands. Soon after Elima 
And left you there, ſome Affricans Ityaded 
the iſtand, pillaged the temple, ànd car- 
retoff” all the Wung females which. avere 


edrifebriedt Diana, r 
one. ; SC SITS 70 247 * » 


Thus the Goddeſs — me and 
Elima for having determined your fate 
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before we could coniult your inclination. 
duch an encroachment is offenſive' to the 
Gods; they only ſhould poſſeſs the power: 
of regulating our deſtiny. 5 ; 

Since thefatal day of -lofing-you I have 
not enjqyed-a-moment s happineſs. The 
king wy brother, jealous of my being more 
beloved by the people than himſelf, has 
laden my age with. ingaumerable migfgr- 


tunes; imagining:ethbt-S ſhall net Yurvive: 


him he has appointed @iſitzcefior to his 
throne, who is my greateſt enemy. 

; dypportod/wiiths fortitude all ny -mis- 

jab late brought: 


i 


for me ; to. Rer. Alas! WY Diana be, 
alſo revenged of you] .Yqu were conſe- 
crated to her, you have . ſacrificed to 


\ 
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Venus: but the Gods ſure cannot puniſh” 


involuntary crimes, But what do I fay, 
perhaps you are guilty: you had a collar 
on your neck engraven with ſacred hierog- 
liphics, which might have taught you 
that you belonged to a Goddeſs ; have 
you never received any knowledge of 
your fate? 

No, faid I to Almarif, this collar was 


taken from me by Melita, who never 


ſpoke to me of it, except once when ſhe 
put it on my ſon's neck. 
It rewained on my child's neck, but I 


never ſought to explain the myſteries im- 


printed on it; my mind was too much 


employed, and my heart too——Mirril 


was proceeding, but Iſmena crying out. 


iaterrupted her. 


P 
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| Agenor had hearkened to Mirril with | 
the utmoſt attention, but he was ſo greatly | 
; affected with the latter part of her recital, L 


that a ſudden paleneſs ſeized him. Iſmena 
perceived it and was alarmed for him. 


A lover's eyes are piercing and attentive. 


Mirril approached Agenor, but Agenor 
tranſported threw himſelf at her feet, and 
tenderly embracing them, Oh! Madam, 


n 


ſaid he, pronounce my fate; ſhower 
bleſſings on me; if your ſon is dear to 

you preſerve my life; the uncertainty, 

which I am now is ready to put a period v; 
to it. With what agitations, reſumed” 

Mirril, do you affect my ſoul; all my 

faculties' are in motion, explain yourſelf - 

Agenor. What does all this mean 

| Speak, I am almoſt delirious! 
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| ; Behold this collar, madam,. replied 
3 Agenor, preſenting to Mirril that which 
[ ſhe had ſpoken of, it was my mothers; | 
Clinias and Thiſbe have taken care of my; | 
infancy, - ' % hog 31 e 8817 
Mirril at theſe words ruſh d into the 
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| | 4 of Agenor 5 her joy and tenderneſs 
qpuld not otherwiſe expreſs themſelves | 
then by embraces. My ſon] ſaid ſhe, in 


broken acgenta, my dear ſun— Tears 
2 of joy ſpoke. na; which ran and be- 
| * dew'd her checks, : UW 2-4 

Agenor was in — * 
Good Gods! ſaid he, What thanks do I. 
not owe you; ſrom what: an illuſſrious 
mother have you given me bitt 


| 'Phus their tranſports wore tepeated with - 
out cealing : ——» Iſmena was equally aſ- 
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feed, and experienced the ſame tender 

ſentiments : her lover's happineſs was her | | 

gun, | 
Agenor at length perceived how Iſmena 

was moved at this ſcene, he Was aimed 

with it; the agitations which nature had i 

| raiſed i in his foul at length grew calm. 
Love cannot long loſe the empire of a 

| heart which he has once ſubdued ; he pre- 
ſently appeaſeth the moſt tempeſtuous 


paſſions. 

The remembrance of Thyamis came 
alſo a freſh in Mirrif's memory: ſhe . 
ptoached' tber huſband's: coffin, ſhe con- 
ducted Agenor there likewiſe ; and ater 
having ſpoke to Thyamis, as the? tin- 
could hear and underftand her; Agenor 
ſaid ſhe, now acquaint me with the obli · 


4, 
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gations that are due from me to Clinias 
and Thisbe; I enquired of Cloe cancern- 
ing them, ſhe told me that ſhe did not 
know them, I was much aſtoniſhed at it, 


and could not conceive how ſhe could be 


ignorant of the names of thoſe to whom 


you belong. 


Madam, replied Agenor, Clinias and. 
Thisbe were dead before Cloe was born. 
In Athens I have always paſſed for the ſon 


of Demophon, and it is but lately that I 
have learned J am not his. 


The-hatred which a nimated Magacles 
Ifmena's father, againſt Demophon, was | 
at firſt an obſtacle to my paſſion for 
Iſmena; Cloe's love, and Iſmena's rigour 
compleated my misfortunes and obliged 
me to leave my country: I travelled into 


; 
: 


\ 
| 
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Greece, and intended to have gone to 
Egypt, when, being at Sparta, I received 
a letter from Chriſeis, Demophon's ſiſter, 
acquainting me that he was dead, and 
that, with his laſt breath he declared that 
1 was not his ſon ; but that he received 
me from the hands of Clinias and Thisbe; 
Chriſeis added that Demophon had te- 
queathed to her care a memorandum writ- 
ten in Clinias's own hand, by which I 
ſhould learn the name of thoſe who had 
given me being, that I ſhould find ſeveral 
teſtimonies to convince them that I was 
their ſon, and among others the hierog- 
liphic collar which belonged to my mo- 
ther: Chriſeis concluded her letter with 
aſſuring me that ſhe would not deliver the 


papers which were of ſo great importance to 


% 
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5 


me, into any other hands than my own 
the adviſed me to return. immediately to 
: Athens to inherit the poſſeſſions of Demo- 
phon who had treated me as his ſon, 
This letter created in me an extreme 
ſurprize; the deſire of knowing my pa- 
rents, my acknowledgments for Chriſeis, 
and my own intereſt, all conſpired to make 
me repent my voyage ; but love obliterated 


them all from my memory. 

J arrived at Athens, I ſaw Iſmena in the 
hands of pirates; how then could I aban- 
don her! How could I avoid following 
her! A pleaſing ſatisfaction is the moſt am- 
ple recompence for what we ſuffer for the 
beloved objet: the Gods this day deign 
to aſſure me that they approve what love 
has cauſed me to do for Iſmena, With- 


| 
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out this ſlavery, I perhaps ſhould never 

have had the +happineſs- of knowing my 
mother. Alaſs l what more ſhould I have 

to wiſh for, if Iſmena, leſs ſenſible of 

friendſhip, felt more the power of love ! 

. Agenor how dare you talk thus, replied 

Iſmena, ſhould I be worthy of being the 

daughter of the virtuous Mirril, if my 

| heart could be capable of betraying my 

friend? Alaſs ! if you loved me, far from 


— — 


my 
„ 


—— __ —_— —— 


deſiring me to repeat a tale which would 
aMi& you, and torment my ſoul, you 
'would no longer tempt my virtue, it's 
triumphs are by far too dear to an heart 
of tenderneſs. | 
© Agenor was about to make a reply; 
but Iſmena who now began to fear her 
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lover, interrupted him, and requeſted Mir- | 
Til to finiſh the recital of her hiſtory. | 

I readily comply with your requeſt, 
-eplied Mirril; little more remains to ac- 
quaint you with. 

I had found in the recital of Almarif, 
ideas which were very oppoſite to thoſe 
which Necepſos had given-me. My lord, | 
faid I to Almarif, when he had ceaſed 
ſpeaking;. 2 ſuperſtitious tradition has de- 
ceived you with regard to the vow of 


„„ ˙ GG ++ 


Hyrcan ; you could not but imagine that 
it was offenſive to the Gods; and have you 
not yourſelf been ſtruck with horror at 
the dreadful ſacrifices you have made. 

I was about to proceed ; but Almarif 


having looked at me with an eye of ex- 


—— 


treme ſeverity, I perceived that my diſ- 7, 
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courſe offended him. We ſhould never 


ſtrive to remove the prejudices of thoſe to 
whom our reſpect is duc. 

I aſked Almarif's pardon ; I eafily ob- 
tained it; he loved me; he was a very 
fenſible reaſonable man, except in bis 


punQuality in theſe barbarous ſacrifices, 
by which he thought he honoured the 


Gods. He knew that he ought not to be 


enraged againſt any faults but thoſe which 


were committed thro' malicez and my 


raſhneſs could be imputed to —_—_ but 


a tender compaſſion. 


I was a whole year without going out 
of Almarif's palace, I would not ſee thoſe 


cruel people who were the inſtruments of 
the death of Thyamis, and I was afraid of 
beholding again the place where he had 
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been ſacrificed. The king was highly 
pleaſed at my abſenting myſelf from court, 
and that I appeared willing to deliver up 


my rights to a ſucceſſor whom he had 


choſen. Alaſs! the utmoſt of my wiſhes 
were to quit the iſland to rejoin my ſon ; 
I waited but for a favourable opportunity. 
A cruel plague infeſted the iſland ; the 
ſtreets were full of bodies dead or dying. 
Sons abandoned their fathers, husbands 
their wives: at firſt I looked upon theſe 
unfortunate wretches as ſo many victims 


ſacrificed to the ſhade of my dear Thy- 


amis: at firſt my revenge fed itſelf with 
their unfortunate lot ; but I preſently con- 
ecived a juſt deteſtation of thoſe pernicious 
ſentiments. Am F yet that Mirril, ſaid 


Ito myſelf, whoſe foul Necepſos thought 


wu. 
. 1 
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the moſt perfect image of the divine 
being: I ſhould hardly then fuffer myſelf 
to become the prey of the moſt abject 
paſſions : injuſtice, vengeance, and hatred 
have got the empire of my heart, inſtead 
of compaſſion far a deluded and unfortunate 
people. It is in my power to fave.them, 
and ſhall I let them periſh, and thus ap- 
peaſe the ſhade of my dear Thyamis ? No, 


— 


rather let me honour his memory by imi- 

tating his virtues. Theſe refloctions con- 

verted my hatred into pity and com- 
poaſſion. 

Necepſos had taught me a moſt mar- 
vellous ſecret, I refolved to make uſe of it 
in favour of thoſe unfortunate creatures 
who were expiring, I flew to their ſuc- 
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cour, after having triumph'd over love, 
Almarif, and Elima, who all oppoſed my 


reſolution. 


Heaven ſeconded my endeavours, I 


| gured all thoſe who were ſick, of which 


number the queen was one : Altamar, the 
unjuſt uſurpator of mine and my father's 
rights; this prince fo loved and cheriſhed 
by the king experienced the effect of my 


medicines : I alſo had the happineſs of 


preſerving the life of Almarif: at laſt the 
contagion ceafed, the inhabitants of the 
iſland have ſince deemed me their tutelar 
deity; I have however made vain efforts 
to withdraw them from their ſuperſtition, 
It is more difficult to gain dominion over 


the mind than the heart. 
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The king hated me, tho' he pretended 
to love me: diſimulation coſts us little 


where our intereſt is concerned. 
Almarif was affected with the ſenti- 
ments which animated me to ſuccour thoſe 
who were the ailthors of my misfortunes, 
Example is more powerful over us than 
the moſt perſuaſive arguments, 
Daughter, ſaid he to me one day, you 


have overcome my prejudices.: the hu- 


manity and compaſſion which I have ob- 


ſerved in you has penetrated my ſoul. 
Follow me and I will beſtow on you a 
gift that's worthy of you 1 

. Almarif conducted me hither by the 


cavern which i is at the foot of the moun- 
tain. This is, ſaid he, an aſylum for the 
unfortunate which you may preſerve. Let a 


TY 
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houſe be built here on the brink of the 
ſea; here you will paſs your time in a de- 
lightful employ, ſince you can defend from 
a moſt cruel death thoſe who ſhall arrive 
there from the fury of the waves. The 
rock renders this ſide of the iſland dan- 


gerous, and here you may be the ä 


of daily ſnipwrecks. 

The way to this place is unknown to 
any one but myſelf; chance, or rather the 
Gods made me diſcover it ; it was doubt 
leſs that the uſe ſhould be made of it 
which I propoſe to you, but I did not ex- 
ecute their defigns : I have however care- 
fully preſerved the ſecret, imagining that 
the King's hatred might one day render 
this retreat neceſſary. 5 

Almarif, white he was ſpeaking theſe 
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words, walked with. me all over this place, 
it vyas a kind of ruſtic wilderneſs; it has 
been ſince ornamented by the moſt excel- 
lent workmen who fought a refuge here: 
ſome Corinthians built this temple, made 
this coffin and aſſiſted me in conveying hi- 


ther the bodies of my huſband and friend. 


I returned thanks to Almarif, carried his 
ſcheme into execution, and daiiy preſerved 
the lives of innocent creatures who would 
otherwiſe have fell victims of barbarity. 
Almarif died ſhortly after this change; 
tears of ſineerity expreſs'd my ſorrow for 
him, but it was neceſſary alſo that I ſhould 
conſole Elima, to do which I exerted my 
utmoſt endeavours. | 

Notwithſtanding Melita had an extreme 
regard for me, the complied with my de- 
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lire of going to Athens: a ſhip which 
came - aſhore at our iſland furniſhed me 
with an opportunity; but the inhabitants 
of the iſland having been informed of my 
deſign, aſſembled together and oppoſed 
my departure; crying they ſhould be ab- 
ſolutely ruined if I left them: the alarm 
became genera], the ſhip-was obliged to 
weigh anchor; ; and after that time, when- 
ever a veſſel arrived, a guard was placed 
day and night round the palace of Alma- 
rif. I had no longer the liberty of walk- 
ing on the ſea-ſhore. It is more difficult 
to deceive the vigilance of friendſhip than 
that of hatred. . 

I ſaw however wretches periſhing every 
day, which I could have ſaved had I been 
at liberty. At length I formed a reſolution, 
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which was doubtleſs inſpired by heaven. 
I cauſed the people to aſſemble ] am con- 
vinced, ſaid I to them, of the affection 
you expreſs for me, and I will remove 
from you all fears of loſing me: I will 
not depart from this iſland without your 
unanimous conſent ; I proteſt to heaven 1 
will not: if I violate this oath may I be- 
come the object of all the vengeance of 
the Gods ! 

From this day I again enjoyed my liber- 
ty : they entertained too high an opinion 
of me to harbour the leaſt doubt of my 
fidelity after ſo ſolemn an atteſtation: I _ 
loſt hawever all hopes of ever ſeeing! my ſon 
again; ; and had no conſolation amidſt my 
| racking torture, butwhen was preſerving 
ſome unfortunate. My piety has been am- 


F 5 
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ply compenſated. My happineſs is the 
greater as it is ſo entirely unexpected. 
Now, having found i my ſon again, no- 


thing remains for me, but ſhortly to ſee 
an end to my country's thame. 

Mirril thus finiſhed her hiftory, and 
having propoſed to Agenor and Ifmena to 
feek a little repoſe, they all three retired 
into their reſpective chambers. 

As ſoon as day appeared, Iſmena vilited 
Cloe to inform her that Agenor \ was the 
fon of Mirril; Cloe was ſincerely re- 
joiced at it; they both expreſd their 4- 
mazement at the miraculous incidents 
which reunited the mother and the ſon. 

Agenor was all this time with Mirril 3 
he requeſted her to favour his paſſion : 


madam, Taid he, the happineſs which I 


CY 
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experience in being reunited to the moſt 
illuſtrious and moſt amiable of mothers, 
taufes me to hope an entire change of for 
tune; it is in your power to render me 28 
Happy as J have been unfortunate; who 
can reſiſt the charms of your eloquence ? 
ſpeak to Cloe; ſupport her Naggering rea · 
ſon, and the love which ſhe entertains for 
the will obtain you the victory. Deign 
by your perſuaſive diſcourſe to infure me Iſ- 
mena's hand; ſhe cannot refuſe what you 
requeſt of her. 

Mirril, moved with the prayers of her 
ſon, promiſed to comply with his deſires, 
and chat very day ſhe performed her pro- 
miſe. | 

Mirril artfully managed Cloe's felf-love 
and tenderneſs ; ſhe ſpake to her in a mild 
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inſinuating voice, proper to convey 2 
diſagreeable tale g hut a bitter draught, 
however well prepared and mixed cannot 
entirely loſe it's bitterneſs. 
Cloe was attentive to the advice of Mix- 
Til, ſhe promiſed to follow it, but ſhe a- 
bandoned herſelf to the moſt poignant grief. 
She imagined that Agenor and Iſmena 
had prompted Mirril to ſpeak; her love 
and friendſhip were equally wounded with 
at; ſhe ſtrove to conceal her uneaſineſs, 
and went from the grotto to a moſt beau- 
tiſul labyrinth: here ſhe was no longer 
under conſtraint, her tears afforded com- 
Fort to her oppreſſed foul. 

Iſmena having perceived in Cloe a de- 
—JeRtion, the cauſe of which ſhe was igno- 
rant of, foliowed her friend's paths, How 
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great was her ſurprize on ſeeing her 
e with the moſt racking un⸗ 
eaſineſs. | | 
At the * of e, Cloe, * 
longer to conceal her anguiſh, cried, cruel 
Iſmena, why have you aſſigned me over 
unto death, I always carried with me the 
pleaſing ſatisfaction of never feeing our 
friendſhip altered: your want of confi- 
dence has for ever robbed me of that con- 
ſolation ; you have thought me ca- 
pable of abuſing your generous friend- 
ſhip; you have imagined that I ſhould ac- 
cept the offer which you made me of yield- 
ing to me Agenor ; you have envied me 
the glory of proving to you that my heart 
is capable of conquering itſelf for you. 


5 Mini has given me thoſe councils which 
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reaſon had before dictated; but it was you 
and Agenor who conveyed your fentiments 
thro” her lips. Ah! I would have pre- 
vented you, but hoW could T conceive that 
the moſt exalted friendſhip, and what 1 
thought the moſt tender, ſhquld diftruſt 
me ? marry Agenor; notwithſtanding the 
grief with which you overwhelm me I wilt 
take part in your happineſs ; let love 
ſhower down on me it's utmoſt rage, and 
preſerve for you it's moſt enchanting plea- 
ſures, Happy for me, if in ſacrificing 
myſelf for my dear Iſmena, I can bring 
her to a ſenſe of her injuſtice ! 
Iſmena, equally agitated with Cloe, 
cried in her turn; Cloe what is it you ſay 
to me? What black ſuſpicion have you 
conceived ? J atteſt before the Gods that 
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1 was ignorant of Mirril's intending to 
kalk with you in the manner ſhe has done: 
Had I known it I would have perſuaded 
her from it. What ! ſhall I contract a 
union which will render you unhappy ? 
No! may heaven ſhower on me it's great- 
eſt puniſhments, ſhould I be capable of 
conſenting to it, Iſmena had hardly pro- 
nounced theſe words when ſhe perceived 
Agenor kneeling at her feet. 

Iſmena, ſaid he with a dejected voice, 
and with an air almoſt inanimate, it is thus 
you ſacrifice your lover.—No, you have 
never loved me. ou are alarmed but 
/ for your friend. —Well, I will content 
you.—T will deliver Cloe from the black 
pangs of jealouſy.—I will cement your 
friendſhip with my blood !—You have juſt 
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ſworn that you would be never mine: 
death is the only remedy for a deſpairing 
heart. 
After theſe 3 Agenor changed with 
rapidity his dejected grief into the moſt 
outrageous fury; he drew his ſword and 
was about to plunge it in his breaſt. IC. 
mena and Cloe extremely terrified, ruſh- 
ed on him to prevent the fatal effects of 
his tranſporting fury ; they both embraced 
their lover and ſtrove to recall his wander- 


ing reaſon. 


Appeaſe this rage, ſaid Cloe to 7 I 
mena's oath ought not to appear ſo terri- 
ble to you, I will immediately diſcharge 
her from it, ſince her happineſs will no 
longer deſtroy mine, ſhe may crown your 


wiſhes with ſucceſs. 
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Am not J moſt unfortunate, ſaid Iſme- 
na, Cloe thinks me capable of deceiving 
her; and thou, O cruel Agenor ! thou 
doubteſt of my love, when only friendſhip 
and virtue can overcome it: ingrate | thou 
talkeſt of ending thy days, but I will be 
before-hand with thee : life is a burthen 
inſupportable to the unfortunate. 

Who, replied Agenor, can be more 
unfortunate than 1 am; I am beloved by 
the moſt perfect i images of the Gods, and 
that which ſhould conſtitute all my hap- 
pineſs produces all my torment: I lament 
the wiſeries which I have brought on 
Cloe; I am ſeverely puniſhed for it, I 
am obliged to admire in Iſmena thoſe 
ſentiments which produce my torments: 


let me then die; you will be able te 


— 
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conſole each other and overcome the loſs 
of me. But to which of you two 
can I apply in my miſeries, ſhall it þe 
to Cloe who is the author of them? No ! 
then I ſhall augment her own : ſhall it 
be to Iſmena ? the ingrate avoids me, ſhe 
equally fears to add to my grief or love. | 

Night had already covered the hea- 
vens with her fable curtains ; neither Iſ- 
mena, Cloe, nor Agenor thought about 
quitting the labyrinth. The agitation 
they were in would even have made them 
Srget their exiſtence if love and Ceſpair 
had not produced ſenſations, Mirril 
fought after them; the found them; ſhe 
was deeply affected at the ſituation ſhe 
faw them in; ſhe endeavoured to talk 
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them into tranquility; at length 12 all 


four returned to the grotto. 

Kmena and Cloe were too much flur- 
ried to be able to converſe much with 
Mirril ; they pretended that they wanted 
reſt. 

The tranquility of the night admini- 
ſers conſolation to trifling ſorrows, but it 
adds to the violent. A ſoul toſsd with 
the reſlections which ſhe makes upon the 
misfortunes that overwhelm her, is ſuſ- 
ceptible only of frightful ideas; filence and 
darkneſs ereates in her a ſecret horror: 
in thoſe fatal moments deſpair takes en- 
tite poſſeſſion of her, and fills her with 
her dreadful poiſon, leaving her to 4 
plore the havock it has made. 


As Iſmena and Cloe loved each ober 
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they were mutually tormented; each ſa- 
crificed her moſt tender ſentiments to her 
friend; if the ſacrifices of mein were 
the greater, the ſatisfaction of being lov- 
ed was ſome ſmall amends : the genero- 
ſity of Cloe was les free, but ſhe had 
the moſt poignant misfortunes to ſup- 
port. 3 
Love, that fierce and cruel tyrant, who 
aims at univerſal empire over hearts, 
tortured thoſe of Cloe and Iſmena; friend- 
ſhip oppoſed it, and conquered it. Cloe 
and Iſmena ſeverally and ſeparately took 
an heroic reſolution : their minds con- 
ceived the ſame deſigns becauſe their ſouls 
experienced the ſame ſentiments. | 
Cloe went firſt from the. grotto; ſhe 
bathed with her tears the aſylum wherein 
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ſhe leſt her moſt valuable treaſure; then 
boldly tearing herſelf from it, ſhe de- 
ſcended the mountain, and ran to the 
city to execute her terrible tho generous 
project.” | | | 

Iſmena, more timid, tremblingly ſur- 
mounted the terror with which ſhe was 


ſeized ; but thoſe who triumph over love 


may eaſily conquer fears and all the other 
paſſions. Iſmena, tho' ignorant of Cloe's 
reſolution, went nearly in the ſame path; 
their cruel fate prevented them from 
meeting together ; then they would have 
preſerved each other, and would have 
returned to the place they had left. 
The ſun now began to gild with his 
rays the ſummit of the mountains: the I 


labourer conceived a pleafing ſatisfaction 
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in bebolding the fields enamelled with 
flowers, and the ſpringing of the roſe 
and violet. In fine, nature had awaken- 
ed from the lethargy in which the night 
had plunged her, when Agenor opened 
his eyes to tears, and his ſoul to grief 
and anguiſh. «1 

It was the cuſtom of Iſmena and Cloe 
to enjoy the ſweets of the morning by 
walking among the flowers. Agenor went 
to ſeek them there, but could not find 
them ; he was ſeized with fear and a- 
mazement; he ran to Mirril to commu- 
nicate his uneaſineſs : ſhe was extremely 
ſhock'd at it: ſhe went into Cloe's cham- 
ber, where ſhe ſaw a letter on a table 
addreſs d to Iſmena, ſhe took it up, and 
read theꝛ ein the following words, 


Wax of the Passiewvs. 119 


| __CLOE e ISMENA, 


| OW criminal haue I been, my dear 
Iſmena! I have preſumed to ſuſpect 

the mot tender and generous ſoul ! O deign 
| to pardon me! I will go and expiate my 
crime. Alas! then am I doomed to heap 


misfortunes on every thing I leave ! I have þ 
already cauſed the death of Arſes, and pre- | 
cipitated Agenor in the moſt horrible de- 
ſpair! I daily plunge into your ſoul freſh 
cauſe of grief ! The furies accompany me, 
and ſuffer only trouble and misfortunes ta 
attend me ! I therefore ought to abridge a 
life ſo fatal and fo miſerable! and I will 
do it : — The Gods will receive with joy a 
victim they have ſo long purſued! I will 
go and become a ſacrifice to Neptune. 
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Live and be happy, my dear Iſmena ! —— 
Live, and make Agenor happy ! — I al. 


no longer be an obſlru#tion to it; and my 


dying wiſhes ſhall be for your felicity. 


The terror which appeared in Mirril's 
countenance, while ſhe peruſed this let- 
ter, made Apenor approach her : his 
aſtoniſhment was equal to his mothers : 
he bitterly deplored the fate of Cloe; 
but preſently conceiving the ſame fears 
concerning Iſmena, his alarms redoubled : 
he conjured Mirril to go into Iſmena's 
chamber ; he trembling followed her, he 
preſaged his misfortune ; he ſummoned 
hope to ſuccour him; he entered with 
Mirril the chamber of 1 but in 


vain they ſought her: Agenor perceived 
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the fatal tablets which lay open upon 


Iſmena's bed; he anxiouſly took them 
up and read: 


ISMENA © AGENOR. 


P ARDON me, my dear Agenor, if the ſa- 

cred duties of friendſhip triumph in my 
ſeul ever the moſt affeftionate love ! I love 
you more than life, but leſs than virtue! and 
1 cannot purchaſe happineſs with remorſe z 
tis paying for it at too dear a rate. I ought 
to puniſh myſelf for not having ti fed a 
flame which becomes the deſlruftion of a 
friend, who had made me the confidant of her 
paſſion ; but if the love which you entertain 
for me, affords me any power over your 


heart, or any interg in your ſoul ; live I 
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conjure you! Conſole Cloe for my loſs ! make 
my friend happy ; you never will behold me 
more: I am going in ſearch of death, it 
appears delightful to me, ſince J never can 
be thine. 


Agenor had hardly finiſhed reading 
this letter when his eyes were obſcured 
within a thick cloud, paleneſs took poſ- 
ſeſſion of his face, his ſoul was ready to 
take it's flight: Mirril received him in 
her arms, brought him to life again, but it 
was only to ſee him give himſelf up to 
the moſt afflicting tranſports. Leave me 
ſaid he to Mirril, leave me! I will go 
and die before Iſmena's face, I will glut 
her with my blood But what do I fay ? 
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Perhaps hers is at this moment ſtreaming 


and waſhing the deſtroying altar. 

This idea rendered Agenor ſometimes 
furious and ſometimes almoſt inanimate. 
At length, perceiving Mirril oppoſed his 
deſigns, and not daring to tear himſelf 
from her arms by violence, he pretended 
to be more compoſed; he requeſted 
Mirril to endeavour to find Iſmena be- 
fore-ſhe ſhould have executed her horrid 
purpoſe; he promiſed her that he would 
wait for her upon the rock. Mirril could 
hardly be prevailed on to quit her ſon, 
but being anxious to pleaſe him ſhe 
went. | 

Agenor ſcarce gave her time to go be- 
fore; he deſcended with precipitation; 
he did not walk, he flew: fear did not 
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retard his ſteps; he did not conſider 


that he was running into the jaws of 


death ; he thought of nothing but over- 


taking Iſmena, and either fave her life or 


- periſh with her. 


Cloe however entered the city about 
the dawning of Aurora; ſhe walk'd ſome 
time to and fro without having her. de- 
ſign executed. I am a ftranger ſaid ſhe 
to every one ſhe met; the tempeſt has 
caſt me into this iſland; I ought to be 
ſacrificed to Neptune : her diſcourſe ap- 
peared to have ſo little ſanity in it, 
that they pitied her, and would not be- 
lieve her. 2 
Ass ſoon as it was broad day, Cloe 
preſented herſelf before the ſacrificing 
prieſt at the palace: Altamar, as ſoon 
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as he beheld her, felt himſelf wounded 


with an inviſible arrow: love entered 
and took poſſeſſion of his heart: he drew 


near to Cloe; madam, ſaid he, what- 


ever you are, Whether goddeſs or mor- 


tal; command any thing that is mine, 
command myſelf, love makes you my ſo- 
vereign ! ſpeak, what do you defire or 
with? Death, anſwered Cloe. I am a 
victim due to Neptune, and ſhall crimi- 
nal deſires make you violate your laws? 
No! I will rather ſacrifice myſelf. 


Your reaſon is wandering, replied Al- 
tamar, with a voice expreſſive of tender- 
neſs and aſtoniſhment; you are not 
under the rigour of the law. The Gods, 
far from intending to puniſh you, have 


condacted you here that I might ſave you, 
G 3 
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and who can be more intereſted in your 
preſervation than a lover who has juſt 
conceived a paſſion for you ? 


Cloe could not hear Altamar without 


the greateſt uneaſineſs, her looks declar- 


ed it: her heart, boiling with anger, de- 


prived her of the power of ſpeech. While 


Altamar was endeavouring to appeaſe 


Cloe, he was called upon to make a ſa- 


crifice; Cloe would have followed Alta- 


mar, but he gave orders that ſhe ſhould 
be conducted to the princeſs Marcilla. 
This princeſs was Altamar's mother ; 
ſhe heaped. on Cloe compliments and ca- 
reſſes; this is indeed the uſual method 
to conſole women: but Cloe was too 


much afflicted to ſuffer them to have any 
effect upon her ſoul. The voice of ſelf- 
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love is hearkened to by the weaker paſ- 
ſions, and often governs them, but with 
the extreme ones it is totally unreguarded. 

Cloe had expected nothing but ſudden 
death, which would releaſe her from the 
idea of being ſeparated from Agenor and 
Iſmena: it is much eaſier to die than ſup- 
port the weight of great misfortunes ; but 
mankind are fo ſubject to misfortunes 
that they ought to learn to bear them 
with intrepidity ; many have endeavour'd 
at it, but few have ſucceeded : ſome phi- 
loſophers indeed know how to endure 
ſufferings; the more our minds are ex- 
empt from prejudices, the more our hearts 
are exempt from weakneſs, 

Now Altamar returned to his palace, 
and ran to his mother's apartment. Anxt- 
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iety and fear were painted in his eyes. 
What is the matter with you my ſon, 
faid Marcilla ? Altamar could not anſwer 
her; but "preſently the pleaſure of ſeeing 
Cloe, appeaſed his agitation. After ſome 
pauſe; madam, faid he, without the fin- 
gular protection of the Gods you would 
no longer have had a ſon. 

When I parted from Cloe this morn- 
ing, ſome ſtrangers were waiting to be 
facrificed, whoſe ſhip was wreck'd laſt night 
againſt our iſland, I was preſented with 
three men and two young girls, all which 
I had facrificed, and cauſed their bodies 
to be thrown into the ſea, their entrails 
were burning on the altar, and I waited 
but for the conſummation of the ſaerl- 


fice, when a young man ruſhed through 
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the croud, ran up to me, and with a 
menacing voice ſaid: barbarian, thou 
huaſt juſt now deſtroyed every thing that 
I love! periſh, and with thy oH blood 
attone for that which thou has ſpilled. 
With theſe words he tore from my hands 
the ſacred knife, and blinded with fury, 
ſtrove to plunge it in my breaſt: I a- 


voided the blow, the wretch ſtaggered, 
and fell at the foot of the altar. His at- 
tempt was ſufficient to condemn him, but 
we were alſo informed that he was 2 


ſtranger, whom the tempeſt had caſt up- 


on our iſland, 

I was preparing for his death; but 
mark a moſt extraordinary event. Mir- 
ril arrived. Her cries, her tears opened 


her a paſſage to me: ſhe held my arm; 
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ſhe threw herſelf upon the young man 
who was about to be killed; ſhe em- 


braced him: my ſon, ſaid ſhe to him, 


my dear Agenor, art thou determined 
that thy unfortunate mother ſhall twice 
behold the horrors of a moſt cruel ſpec- 
tacle : It was at this fatal altar that I 
beheld my huſband facrificed ; and at this 
altar that I am about to be a ſpectator 
of my ſon's deſtruction. Oh you! con- 
tinued Mirril, addrefling herſelf to the 
people, if you have any pity or humani- 
ty, preferve my ſon! J here preſent my- 
ſelf to die for him; one victim may be 
purchaſed by another. Suffer your hearts 
to be affected with my tears, and grant 


me my petition ? 
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This ſpeech of Mirril's produc'd all 
the effect ſhe expected from it: the 
people on whom it had made a lively 
impreſſion, flock'd together in erouds 
crying out that Mirril could not dye for 
Agenor, ſince the laws of the country 
forbade to ſpill the blood of any of it's 
inhabitants, and that her ſon ought to be 
reſtor'd to her: they were for carrying off 
Agenor, whoſe youth and beauty had pre- 
poſſeſſed them wholly in his favour ; how- 
ever they were not capable of moving 


me: I ordered my guards to advance, 
and commanded them to conduct Agenor 
to the king, whither Mirril follow'd him: 
when I came before the king, I gave 
him an account of all that had paſs'd, 
adding, that Mirril in order to deprive 


* 
* 
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me of the rank I held, had rais'd up an 
impoſtor, whom ſhe had caus'd to paſs 
for her ſon, and whom ſhe had ſet on to 
murther me. In vain did Mirril uſe 
every argument to juſtify herſelf. The 
king look'd on all ſhe ſaid as falſe and 
favouring the impoſture, but not daring 


openly to avow the favour he has for me, 


he has put off the deciſion of Agenor's 


fate till to-morrow. Mirril has follow'd 
her ſon to priſon, and will not be pre- 
vail'd upon to quit him an inſtant. 

After I was left alone with the king 
he endeavoured to reaſſure me with the 
promiſe that Agenor ſhould be con- 
demn'd : I muſt, added he, prevent the 


people from revolting, and ſhall therefore 


appear to make ſtrict enqui:y into the 
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facts alledged by Mirril, but to-morrow 
ſhall decide the fate of Agenor, whom I 
will have condemn'd for an impoſtor, and 
by that means rid you of a rival by fo 
much the more formidable as he may 
perkaps be really the ſon of Mirril. Theſe 
aſſurances of the king did in ſome mea- 
ſure quiet my apprehenſions, but I have 


ſtill a fatal foreboding of ſome impend- 


ing misfortune which I cannot foreſee : 


thus ended Altamar. 

The aſtoniſhment that Cloe was un- 
der is not to be defcrib'd, a croud of | 
different thoughts took poſſeſſion of her 
foul by turns; the violent agitations ſhe 
ſeem'd to labour under fully confirmed 
the opinion they had entertain'd of her, 
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and left no room to doubt of her having 
loſt her reaſon. 
The unfortunate Cloe was in a manner 


| beſide herſelf, ſhe could not comprehend 


the reaſon of Agenor's deſpair, nor the 
motives that had made him quit Iſ- 


mena. Is it poſſible ſaid ſhe to herſelf, 


that Agenor ſhould have been touched 
with my unhappy paſſion? Has pity ſoft- 
ened his breaſt, and may I flatter myſelf 
that he followed me to preſerve me from 
death? Ah ! flattering hope continued ſhe, 
think not to take poſſeſſion of my ſoul, 
reaſon forbids thy entrance there | Let 
me rather believe it. to be his love for Iſ- 
mena, that made Agenor expoſe his pre- 
cious life, and that it was in hopes of 


pleaſing her that this generous lover en- 
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deavour'd to preſerve my life and re- 
venge my wrongs. Such were the reflec - 
tions that Cloe made while ſhe was liſt- 
ning to the diſcourſe of Altamar: when- 
ever we hear the object of our love 
mention'd, the mind, the ſenſes and the 


whole heart are at once occupy'd; love - 


renders every organ more lively, and 


makes us all ſoul. 
Cloe had inevitably ſunk under this 


new misfortune, had ſhe not conceiv'd 
ſome hopes ſrom what ſhe had heard Al- 
tamar ſay, of being able to ſave Age- 
nor; this ſomewhat quieted the emotions 
of her heart, and ſhe put on an air of 
tranquillity : love cannot only conquer all 
others but upon occaſion conquer itſelf 


likewiſe, 


| 


— ' — 
- 
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Cloe had obſery'd that a general opinion 
prevailed of her being diſtracted, and pre- 
tending to come a little to herſelf, aſk'd 
who had brought her into Altamar's pa- 
lace ; and affected to be greatly ſurpriz'd 
when they told her what ſhe had ſaid 
to me: in ſhort ſhe play'd her part fo 
well, that by her diſcourſes ſhe augmented 
the paſſion of Altamar, who now for 
the firſt time began to feel a dawn of 
bope: 

Altamar on his ſide was occupy'd partly 
in ſatisfying his love and partly in indulg- 
ing his revenge; and what moments he 
could ſpare from attending Cloe, and uſ- 
ing all the methods in his power to a 
muſe and pleaſe her, were devoted to the 
deſtruction of Agenor. , 
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As ſoon as day light began to appear 


Altamar aroſe in haſte, impatient to be a 


witneſs to her unjuſt ſentence that the 
king was to pronounce. But could not 
leave his palace without having firſt ſeen 
Cloe; who was waiting for his coming, 
in hopes of reaping the fruits of a diſſi- 
mulation which had already coſt her ſo 
dear. 

The cruel ſituation ſne found herſelf 
in, not only made artifice but even deceit 
itſelf appear excuſable. When we are 
threatned with any imminent danger we 
have recourſe to whatever appears moſt 
likely to fave us from it. Women 
make uſe of the power of their charms, 


as the only weapons chat nature 


| 
| 
i 
| 
| 
| 
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has given them, for theii defence or pre- 


ſervation. 


And will you again expoſe your life to 
new dangers my lord? ſaid ſhe to Alta- 
mar. How I tremble at the thought !Alaſs, 
why is that life became ſo dear to me? 
Altamar all in raptures at the tender ap- 
prehenſions which Cloe expreſs'd for his 
ſafety, aſſured her that he would run no 
riſque and was only going to aſſiſt at the 
ſentence, which the king was to paſs 
that day, a ſentence which he knew 
would be entirely in his favour. 

If you are not then going fo thoſe 
dreadful ſacrifices immediately my lord, 
reply'd Cloe, take me with you I beſeech 
you, that I may have the pleaſure of 
hearing your enemy condemn'd; I will 
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leave you when you are going to the 
altar, for I ſhall be unable to ſupport the 
ſight of the barbarous ſpectacle you are 
about to exhibit. 

Love blinds the moſt clear ſighted, 
there is an irreſiſtable charm in the 
words of a perſon one loves, in fine, we 
eaſily believe what we ardently wiſh. Al- 
tamar, highly pleaſed with this inten- 


tion of Cloe's, begg'd of Marcilla to 
conduct her to the king's palace: whi- 
ther he immediately repair'd himſelf : 
the people were by this time all aſſembled, 


in anxious expectation of a ſentence in 
which every heart was ſo deeply inte- 
* reſted. 


The king had Agenor brought before 
him, and privately order'd that Mirril 


q 
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ſhould be prevented from following bim. 
Agenor appear'd and was condemn'd : 
the cruel ſentence was going to be put 
in execution upon him without any one 
daring to interpoſe in his behalf: the 
king having by a ſpeech which he had 
prepared for the occaſion, found means 
either to intimidate or gain over the 
minds of the people. When Cloe ſtep- 
ping forwards, hold, cry'd ſhe, let not 
Agenor be put to death, behold I offer 
myſelf to dye in his ſtead, I am a ſtrang- 
er, and therefore a proper perſon to fulfil 
the conditions of the law. 

At theſe words a confus'd murmur a- 
roſe in the aſſembly, which was debated - - 


between praiſe and compaſſion for Cloe, 
the friends of Mirril declared that at all 
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events the blood of their kings was to 
be preſerved. 
Agenor, all aſtoniſhment and eonfuſion, 


was ſo ſtruck at firſt with this generous 
action of Cloe's that he could not utter 


a word. But recovering himſelf after a 
ſhort time, he entreated the king not to 
accept of Cloe's offer; and return'd 
that generous fair one the moſt grateful 
thanks. | 

The king who could now no longer 
make himſelf heard ; order'd Agenor back 
to priſon and to quiet the minds of the 
people which were now all in an uproar 
was obliged to order Cloe thither alſo, 
with a promiſe that Agenor ſhould be 
ſaved provided ſhe was found a proper 


perſon to die in his ſtead, Adding. at 


—— — x 
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the ſame time, that it would be neceſſary 
to examine whether Cloe was in her ſen- 
ſes, becauſe the law did not permit 
of ſacrificing any perſon who had loſt 
their reaſon. 

When Cloe found herſelf ſhut up alone 
in the priſon ; ſhe recall'd to her mind all 
the misfortunes of her life; what ſhe 
had ſuffered in Perſia came firſt into her 
thoughts, and with it the remembrance 
of Arſes. The imagination that he 


might perhaps have expired in the very 


place where ſhe now found herſelf con- 


fin'd, was a freſh torment to her, and 


added to the number of miſeries under 
which ſhe had already laboured. 
Cloe paſs'd all that day wholly deli- 


yered up to her own reflexions : night 
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now advanced a-pace when ſhe heard 
her priſon doors open ; and ſome one ap- 
proaching. Whom in the midſt of her 
fright and confuſion ſhe knew to be Al- 
tamar ; ſhe attempted to cry out, but in 
vain, for Altamar prevented her, and gave 
a ſign to his ſlaves to bear her off. The 
priſon was ſituated by the ſea-ſide, and 


the ſlaves preſently carry'd Cloe on board 
a veſſel which was there lying ready. 
Altamar embarked with them ; and they 
were preſently at a great diſtance from 
the iſland: then and not before, Alta- 
mar permitted the unfortunate Cloe to 
give a looſe to her ſpeech, who now a- 
bandon'd herſelf to rage and deſpair. 
Altamar on his ſide, left nothing un- 
done to pacify her, he gave her the 
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ſtrongeſt aſſurances that Agenor ſhould 
not be put to death; and Cloe though 
ſhe dared not confide in the promiſes of 
ſuch a traitor, yet was fearful of ex- 
prefling her diſtruſt, leſt ſhe ſhould ir- 


ritate his ſavage diſpoſition ſtill more, 
and thereby ſubject herſelf to new in- 


ſults. 
At length the veſſel arriv'd at a ſmall , 
iſland and Altamar conducted Cloe to a 
magnificent palace where he left her to 
take ſome reſt, after having placed his 
ſlaves as guards about her. The fatigue 
ſhe had undergone caus'd her ſoon to 
fall aſleep, and for awhile fuſpended the 
torrent of her griefs : nature like an at- 
tentive and indulgent mother, has taken 
care to blend ſome comfort in the midſt 


Wa of the PAsstoxs. 145 
of all troubles, to enable us to bear them 
with greater eaſe. 

But Cloe in waking found all her ſor- 
rows return with freſh force: and to en- 
ereaſe them yet more Altamar made his 
hated appearance, and though he put on 
the moſt reſpectful air, he did not ap- 
pear the leſs deteſtable and dreadful in 
the eyes of the unfortunate Cloe. He be- 


gan now to reproach her gently with the 
piece of deceit ſhe had put upon him; 
and notwithſtanding all ſhe could do 
, paſs'd the whole day with her in diſ- 


: 
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courſing of his hateful paſſion: when 


evening came he invited her to go down 


with him into the garden, to enjoy the 
refreſhing coolne's of the air. Cloe con- 
ſented to this propoſal in hopes that 
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ſome favourable opportunity might fur- 


niſh her with the means of making her 
eſcape. We are generally apt to flatter 
ourſelves with what we moſt wiſh. 


But Altamar all this while thought of 
nothing but carrying his deſign into ex- 
ecution, which was at once to gratify his 
defires, and compleat his revenge on 
Cloe. The moſt oppoſite paſſions are 
reconciled in the- ſouls of the wicked, 


Altamar now conducts Cloe to the moſt 
retired place in the garden. That un- 
happy fair wholly taken up with her own 
views, never once perceived thoſe of the 
perfidious Altamar till the indecency of 
his tranſports made her ſenſible that ſhe 
was deſtined to fall the prey of brutal 
paſſion. In vain ſhe had recourſe to cries 
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and complaints they had no effect on the 


crnel Altamar. But an unforeſeen power was 
at hand to deliver her, Cloe now thought 


only of delivering herſelf by death from 


the attacks of her raviſner, when the ob- 


ject of her love, ſnatched her from that 
of her hatred. Agenor ruſhes upon Al- 
tamar, and attacks him with the greateſt 
intrepidity. That wicked man though 
ſtruck with aſtoniſhment at ſo unexpec- 
ted an encounter defended himſelf at firſt 


with great fury; but ſoon fell ſpeechleſs 
at the feet of Agenor, and vomited out 


his impious ſoul in a torrent of blood. 
Cloe ſprung forward te her deliverer, 
whom ſhe found bleeding with the wounds 


he had received; when ſhe firſt beheld | 


Agenor engag'd with Altamar, ſhe was 
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loſt to all ſenſe of her own danger in the 
thoughts of that with which ſhe ſaw her 
lover threatened, ſne now uſed all her 
endeavours to ſtop his blood: her heart 
| kept pace with her trembling hand, and 
in her preſent confuſion ſhe was for con- 
veying him to the palace of Zatima with- 
out reflecting that in thus endeavouring 
to procure him help, ſhe expoſed him to 
inevitable ruin. 

But Agenor was much more ſenſible 
of the danger, follow me, cry'd he to 
Cloe, let us fly from hence, heaven per- 
haps may direct us to Iſmena, let us en- 
deavour to preſerve that life it has hither- 
to protected, and to gain ſome place of 
ſafety. This will certainly be fatal to 


us. 
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In faying theſe words Agenor led Cloe 
out of the garden, they wander'd ſome 
time on the ſea fide *till they perceived a 
veſſel making to the ſhore, they directly 
ran thither and upon enquiry found that 
it belonged to ſome Greeks, and that the ' 
perſon who was maſter of it, was gone 
to ſee the iſtand ; they defired to be ad- 
mitted on board, the condition in which, 
they ſaw Agenor, added to the entreaties 
of Cloe, prevailed on the ſailors to grant 
ther requeſt, they were immediately con- 
ducted into a ſmall cabin, where the firſt. 
dreſſings were put to Agenor's wounds 
which were found not to be dangerous. 

When Agenor found hitnſelf alone 
with Cloe he begg'd her to ſit down by 
his bed fide, and ſpoke to her as follows, 
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How happy do I think myſelf, madam, 
in having been able to afford you this af- 
ſiſtance! How greatly am I indebted to 
you ! not all the blood in my veins is ſuf- 
ficient to repay what you have done for 
me: but you muſt doubtleſs have been 
ſurprized when you beheld me coming 
to your ſuccour, the ſituation you left 
me in, could hardly leave you the leaſt 
hopes of ſuck an event : liſten then, while 
J inform you, in what manner heaven 
has thus brought about our mutual deli- 
veranee. 5 

Agenor then proceeded to relate 
to -Cloe the ſurprize and grief ſhe Was. 
in at receiving her letter and that 


from Iſmena; and how upon his coming 


to the altar of Neptune he had imagin d 
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that the two young maids that had juſt 
been ſacrificed there, were no other than 


Cloe and Iſmena, and continuing the 


thread of his narration, till he came to 


that part where Cloe had interpoſed to 


ſave him from a cruel death at the ex- 
pence of her own life, you know madam: 


continu'd he, that when in conſequence 


of your generous offer, my ſentence was 


ſuſpended, I was remanded back to pri- 
ſon, where I waited every moment in ex- 
pectation of the fatal ſtroke, but without 
the leaſt fear or concern, nay I rather 


wiſh'd for it, as the means of ſaving a 
life, that I could not bear to ſee ſacrificed 


for me. 


Night had now nearly finiſhed the half 
of her courſe, when I ſaw a young man 
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enter my preſence, the ſweetneſs of his 
countenance, and air ſpoke nothing fa- 
tal; he ſeem'd mov'd; he approaching 
me and taking off my chains, the weight 
of which almoſt bent me to the earth, 


my lord ſaid he, I intereſt myſelf in your 


fate, I am come to deliver you, a bark 


18 waiting to carry you to one of the 
neighbouring iſlands; here is a letter 
Which you will deliver to the, princeſs 
Zatima who governs that ifland and who 


will provide every thing neceſſary to your 
ſafety. 


The tone in which this generous un- 


| known deliver'd theſe words fill'd me 


with confidence. I made not the leaft 


doubt of his good intention; but yet 


could I not bring myſelf to take the ad- 
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vantage of his offer. My lord, ſaid I to 
him, life is become hateful to me, I 
have loſt that which I lov'd: and were 
I even ſure of being one day happy; I 
ought not now to fly from death, ſince 
by that I ſhould expoſe the life of the: 
generous Cloe. There muſt be a victim, 
and I am the fitteſt to be it, but I am 
not the leſs ſenſible to the kindneſs you 
intend me, and requeſt that you will let: 
me know to whom I owe the moſt lively: 
ſentiments of gratitude. 

While I was ſpeaking thus, the ſtrang- 
er fetch'd a deep ſigh, and I could even: 
perceive the tears ready to ſtart from his: 
eyes, he was ſome. minutes without mak-- 
ing me any anſwer, at length looking. 
ſteadfaſtly at me he broke ſilence, and: 
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told me that his name was Oriel, I am 
little known in theſe parts added he, but 
I cannot without horror ſee the barbarities 
that-are here exercis'd, your unhappy fate 
has excited ſentiments in my heart which 
would be amply recompens'd'could I pre- 
vail on you to accept the aſſiſtance I 
offer you ; be under no apprehenſion on 
Iſmena's account, ſhe has not been ſacri- 
fic'd; and I have very good reaſon to be- 
lieve that ſhe is return'd in ſafety to her 
own country ; it is to be hop'd that the 
Gods will reſtore her to you once more; 
as to Cloe the king has fav'd her from 
death, and ſhe is now in a place of 
ſafety. 

I found ſome difficulty in giving cre» 
dit to what Oriel told me, my heart fluc- 
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tuated between hope and fear, at length 
I. yielded to his perſuaſions, I agreed to 
follow him, and he conducted me in the 
midſt of a number of his ſlaves to the 


ſea ſide, where I went.on board the veſ- 


ſel which had been prepar'd for me: at. 
parting he embraced me with a warmth. 
that ſurpriz d me, and gave orders to 
thoſe who had the care of the bark to 


put off, he was obey'd in the inſtant. 
We. got to the iſland before it was: 


day, and I was immediately conducted 


to the palace where I. found you; and 


there preſented to the princeſs Zatima. 


She read the letter which J bronght for 


her, and with a look of great ſweetneſs. 
told me that I might depend upon her 
protection; I ſhould pay all. the regard. 
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that is due to the recommendation of the 
queen my ſiſter, added ſhe, but I have at 
preſent a great many meaſures to obſerve. 
Altamar is now here with Cloe, an 
unlucky circumſtance which my ſiſter 
was doubtleſs ignorant of when ſhe wrote- 
this letter. If Altamar was to ſee you: 
we ſhould be all undone. There is a 
veſſel which has been detained here for 
| theſe two days paſt, you ſhall go. on: 
board her as ſoon as I can find means of 
ſpeaking to the maſter. In the mean time 
T will have you conducted to an apart- 
ment that is at the bottom of my garden, 
from whence you may embark with the 
greateſt eaſe and ſafety.. 

After having expreſſed my gratitude to. 
Zatima, I conjur'd her to let me know: 
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in what manner you was to be diſpoſed 
of, ſhe told me that ſhe was ignorant of 


that, but ſhould take proper meafures to 
prevent, if poſſible, any violence being 
offer'd to you. 

I was then conducted to the place 
which Zatima had deſtin'd for me; there 


I paſs'd the remainder of the day; and 
from thence I heard your cries. defending 


yourſelf againſt the brutal fury of Alta- 
mar; from which I was happy enough: 
to deliver you, and puniſh the audaci- 
ouſneſs of that unworthy lover.. 

What a lover! cry'd Cloe, ah how 
fojuriouſly am I treated by love Alas! 
ſince that cruel power will not warm in: 
my behalf the heart of the only object I 
am capable of loving, let him at leaſt 
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ſpare me the horrors of an odious paſ- 
ſion; none but Agenor can pleaſe me, 
not the amiable. the unfortunate Arſes 
has been able to do it: not the great- 
neſs of his love, his virtue, the charms. 
of his perſon, nor the friendſhip I had for 
him, have been able to overcome my 
love and conſtancy: ah! ungrateful 
youth ! what torments haſt thou rous'd. 


in my. breaſt ſince. that fatal moment 


when 


but what am I faying ! 
Alas! I am no longer myſelf. No, Age- 
nor, thou art not culpable. We cannot. 
diſpoſe of our hearts as we will, and I. 
have only myſelf to blame, for having: 
given way to the hapleſs peflion that ſen 
duc'd me. Remember that day when. 
you received the prize at my hands as. 
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victor of the courſe in theſe games that 
Leoſthenes celebrated in honour of Mi- 
nerva, you then appeared to me as gentle 
in your manners as you was lively in 
your perſon : love put you in full poſſeſ- 
ſion of my heart, and I thought I per- 
ceived by your diſcourſe that you burnt 
with the ſame flame, as that with which 
I. was conſum'd ! the care and aſſiduity 
you ſhew'd me, conſpir'd to fix me in 
my error: ah! am I to think that you 
did it in the view of rendering me pro- 
pitious to you in your paſſion for Iſme- 
na! Yes, that was certainly your inten- 
tion, but ſhould Iſmena, who could ſo 
well read my ſoul, ſhould ſhe have made 
a myſtery of her ſentiments to me? was 


not this. a violation of the ſacred. rites 


of friendſhip 
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? Heavens ! whither 
am I wandering ! Am I not condemn- 
ing a friend that has not only facrific'd: 
her paſſion and her life to me, but even 
the lover that was ſo dear to her? For- 
give me, Agenor, and pardon the effects. 
of my concern and weakneſs, 

After theſe words Cloe remained for 
ſome moments in a profound ſilence: 
nor could Agenor interrupt her, ſo loſt 


was. he-in ſurpriſe and confuſion at. the 
diſcourſe he had juſt heard :. which Cloe 


thus reſum'd in a more compos'd tone of 
voice. Vou have reaſon Agenor, conti- 
nued ſhe,. to hope that we ſhall yet mect 
with Iſmena again, the Gods are too 


. Juſt not to protect her from danger and. 


give her once more to our ardent wiſhes.. 


* 
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Have they not already ſnatch'd you from 
a death that appeared inevitable ? Ah, 
how I ſhould complain 'of them for hav- 


ing had the ſame care of my wretched 


days, had not my life been inftrumental 
to ſaving yours; but I have yet another 
thing to thank heaven for, and that is 


having made uſe of you to preſerve my 


honour ; but do not imagine that I am 
going to expreſs all the gratitude I owe 


you for that affiftance. Alas! I know 
tao well the weaknefs of my own heart. 
and dare not give a looſe to it's ſenti= - 


ments; you cannot however furely ſuf 


pect me of ingratitude; how is it poſhble 
I ſhould be infenfible to what you have 
done for me? 1 love the generous Oriel 


that preſery'd you, I find myfely deep- 
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ly intereſted in his fate and long to know 
him. 


- Then you would know, ſaid Agenor, 
interrupting her, the moſt amiable of Men; 
he has inſpired me with the moſt lively 


friendſhip, and the benefit he has con- 


ferr d on me, has made a leſs impreſ- 
ſion on my heart, than the eſteem and in- 
clination he has cauſed in it. 


Agenor was going on, when Cloe,. 


ſtung to the ſaul. to find herſelf inter- 


rupted by him only to ſpeak of Oriel was 
about to retire, adviſing him to take a 


few moments of reſt ; but Agenor hold- 


ing her, what have I done, madam, cry'd 
he, that you ſhould leave me in this 
manner? Stay, I conjure you, and do not 
drive me to deſpair, 
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Cloe, aſtoniſh'd at the earneſtneſs with 
which Agenor pronounc'd theſe laſt words, 
return'd and fat down by him again, ſhe 
now began to. feel. the warmeſt emotions 
ariſing in her heart; her love increaſed. 
every inſtant, and ſhe at length grew 

alarmed, but ſtill ſecured herſelf to her 
own mind, by placing the better part _ 


what ſhe felt to the account of grati- 
tude. 


Apenor was, in his turn, indebted to 
Cloe for his life: ſhe was lovely, he 
heard her ſigh, he knew how much he 
was beloved by her; her diſcourſe had 
gone to his very ſoul : no great effects are 

required to ſoften an heart naturally gene- 


rous and tender. 


From a lively gratitude, Agenor ſoon. 
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paſſed to ſentiments of a ſtill ſofter kind. 
His eyes anſwered thoſe of Cloe, he 
ſeized her hand which he gently preſs'd 
between his: at that inſtant Cloe felt an 
emotion hitherts unknown to her, and of 
which ſhe quickly perceived the danger. 
| Agenor, ſaid that generous and virtuous 
maid, with what a cruel joy do you fill 
my heart, you flatter my love, but I ſhall 
pay dear for this ſhort happineſs ; your 
heart is Iſmena's, I neither can nor 
ought to deſire to deprive her of it: Ol ye 
Gods! give me to die, while I yet taſte 
theſe moments of joy and rapture! 
Agenor replied only with his ſighs, 
when a loud cry was heard in the apart- 
ment that joined to that in which they 
then were. Cloe inftantly knew the voice 
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to be that of her friend; Agenor, that of 


his miſtreſs; both together are for flying 
to Iſmena, but Cloe got before Agenor, 
and falling upon Iſmena's neck, loaded 
her with a thouſand careſſes, without ob- 
ſerving the confuſion and forrow that had 
taken poſſeſſion of her fair friend; but 
preſently perceiving that Agenor had not 
followed her, ſhe began to be alarmed, 
and turning to Iſmena; I am in fear for 
Agenor, faid ſhe, he has been lately 
wounded, and the ſudden ſurprize of find- 
ing you again ſo unexpectedly, may, per 

haps, have proved fatal to him. Let us 
haſten to him, Iſmena ſuffered herſelf to 
be led away; but her melancholly ſilence 
would certainly have alarmed and fur- 
prized Cloe, had ſhe not been already in 
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too great an agitation to give attention 
to it. 

Cloe and Iſmena now drew near to 
Agenor, whom they found ſwimming in 
his blood, what a ſight was this! Cloe 
was immediately for cahing help, what 
are you about ſaid Iſmena to her, let us 
endeavour to aſſiſt him ourſelves, we may 
by that means prevent his fate for a few 
moments. 'They then ſet about ſtopping 
the blood, which flowed from him in a 
great quantity, and with their own hands 
bound up his wounds, 

Cloe did not once reflect that her dear 
loved Agenor, would now be wholly ta- 
ken up with her rival, that rival was her 
deareſt friend. On the other hand Iſmena 
eaſily forgave her lover the appearances 
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of infidelity, which ſhe had been ſo late- 
ly an eyewitneſs to, from her lively con- 
cern for the danger ſhe then ſaw him in. 

Agenor, on his ſide, was in no leſs 
concern. He was now under the greateſt 
uneaſineſs leaſt he ſhould have given Iſ- 
mena cauſe to ſuſpe& his conſtancy. He 
had not been able to remit the ſentiments 
of pity, gratitude, and tenderneſs, that 
he found riſing in his heart towards Cloe; 


we know that he could not ſurvive the 


loſs of Iſmena's affeRion : and at the fame 


time did not dare to explain himſelf before 
Cloe. He therefore remain'd in a pro- 
found ſilence. 

Agenor, ſaid Iſmena, addreſſing herſelf 
to him, - whence ariſes the confuſion that 


I read in your eyes? Are you afraid of 


| 
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difpleaſing me by loving Cloe? No, I call 
the Gods to witneſs how many and ar- 
dent vows I have continually poured out 
before them for the happineſs of my 
friend; it will be at the expence of my 
own indeed, but what can I not give up, 
after having facrificed my life itſelf for 
her ſake. You might have ſeen by my 
| letter the reſolution I had taken of pre- 
ſenting myſelf as a victim at the altar of 
Neptune. I came down from the moun- 
tain, and was following the road that led 
to the town, when I obſerved a man, 
who was failing along the ſea-fide in a 
ſmall boat, ſtop ſeveral times and look 
at me with attention: I began to grow 
uneaſy at his taking ſo much notice of 
me, and was for retiring farther off, but 


—— 


War of the PassIoNns, 169 


he ſuddenly ſprung from the boat to the 
ſhore, and running towards me feized me 


in his arms; wretch cried he, have I met 


with you here at laſt? what have you 


done with your vile raviſher ? Tell me 
where I may find him, to waſh out the 
diſhonour he has done me in his blood. 
Say where is Agenor ? 

Struck with theſe words, I turned my 
eyes, all pale and trembling, on the per- 
ſon who thus accoſted me, and knew 
him to be my brother Lycidas. My lord, 
faid I, your paſſion and the hatred you 
have for Agenor, have made you think 
him culpable, but alas! he is innocent. 
J was carried off by pirates, the veſſel 
we were in was loſt againſt the rocks 


that encompaſs ſome part of this iſland ; 
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the Gods have ſaved my life, and protected 
me likewiſe from all outrage. I ſhall give 
you no cauſe to bluſh for me! as to 
Agenor I know not what is become of 
him. 

This diſcourſe ſomewhat appeaſed Ly- 
cidas. Iſmena ſaid he to me, if there is 
truth in what you ſay, you ſhall have 
reaſon to look upon yourſelf happy in 
thus meeting with me, but if you im- 
poſe upon me, Heaven will find means 
of adding the puniſhment of a liar to 
that which is due to your other crimes : 
follow me. 

I then got into the boat with Lycidas, 
which preſently conveyed us on board a 
veſſel, which Lycidas informed me be- 
longed to himſelf,” and that he had been 
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driven into this iſland by contrary winds : 
I hope, added he, that I ſhall be able to 
fail to day, and reſume the way to 
Greece. I ſhall. conduct you to Athens, 
whither I did not think of returning ſo 
ſoon, having reſolved, as you know, to 
baniſh myſelf from my country, being ir- 
ritated at the injuſtice done to my father, 


you are likewiſe ſenſible that the Athe- 


nians would never have baniſhed Mega- | 


cles, after the many victories he had 
gained for them, had not that profuſe 
Demopheon found means to work upon 
the people, and ſpirit them up againſt 
him, | | 

When you was taken from us by force, 
we then look'd upon ourſelves inſulted a 


ſecond time by the ſon, after having been 
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ſo once before by the father. We made no 
doubt of it's having deen done by Age- 
nor, whoſe love to you I had for a long 
time obſery'd both in his looks and ac- 
tions, and imagin'd that his pretended 
abſence was only a concerted ſcheme to 
carry you off with the greater ſurety. 
When I left Athens, I promis'd my 
mother I would revenge all the inſults 
that had been done to our houſe, if hap- 
ly Jever ſhould meet with Agenor : but 
come Iſmena, come, undeceive Chelo- 
nida, and be a comfort to her in her mis- 
fortunes. 

I could not hear my brother talk in 
this manner, without trembling for Age- 
nor's ſafety; if Agenor, thought I to my- 
ſelf, liſtning only to the dictates of bis 
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love, ſhould have reſolv'd to follow me; 


and ſhould by chance hear of my being 


brouzht hither by Lycidas, he will come 


in ſearch of me at the peril of his life, 


and then his ruin is infallible. How did 


I long for my brother's veſſel to quit this 
illand ! Gods, what does it not coſt to 
tear one's ſelf. from all that one loves! 
how much more willingly would I have 
gone to death |! 

But there are a thouſand other alarm- 
ing thoughts which aſpired to diſtract 
me, I could not refle & upon the agonies 
that Agenor and Cloe would be in. when 
they came to know the reſolution I had 
taken without being ready to fink with 
excels of grief, I was in dread of ſome 


fatal conſequences, . which the agitation 


1 
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I was in at that time had not ſuffered 
me to foreſee. Happy would it be for 
mortals, did they never know reaſon and 
prudence, or knowing it, did never for- 
get it; they then would not be ſubject to 
ſo many regrets. Sometimes I would en- 
deavour to ſooth my melancholy appre- 
henſions by whiſpering to myſelf, that 
love would perhaps comfort Cloe and 
even Agenor himſelf. I have fince been 
convinced that I was not deceived in my 
conjectures. 

Our pilot being apprehenſive of bad 
weather coming on, brought the veſſel 
into this port as a place of ſafety. My 
brother having a mind to view the iſland 


went on ſhore to-day, and I accompanied 
him. Night coming on brought us back, 
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and juſt as we were going on board, Ly- 
cidas was informed that the princeſs Za- 
tima had ſent to fpeak with him, upon 


which he ordered me to return on board 


and wait for him, I obeyed him, and as 
I was entering the apartment, I thought I 
heard the ſound of a voice I was well 
acquainted with, this rouſed my curioſity, 


and ſearching about I perceived an open- 
ing that was left between two boards 
which had been badly put together, and 
looking through it, I ſaw you, the cry 
that I gave eſcaped me unawares, and 
proceeded leſs from any emotion of jea- 
louſy than from my ſurpriſe, at ſeeing, 


or rather indeed from a ſudden tranſport 
of grief at the reflection of the danger 


into which you had brought yourſelf ; 
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my brother will not be perſuaded now 
but that it was you that carried me off: 
and then what God can preſerve you from 
his rage! 

Rather ſay, replied Agenor, what God 
will in pity deliver me quickly up to his 
fury, a ſpeedy death is all that I now 
deſire. Was it not enough, Oh Iſmena! 
to abandon me, to prefer the moſt cruel 
death to a lover who adored you ? You 
diſtruſt my paſſion for you, you have 
been witneſs to my tenderneſs for Cloe, 
alas! I owe her more than I do you; 
you plunged a dagger to my heart, by 
the cruel reſolution you had taken, and 
Cloe delivered me from death. 


Agenor then proceeded to relate to Iſ- 
mena all that had befel Cloe, Iſmena 
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liſtned to him with eyes fixed on the 
ground; ſhe was mortally afflicted at 
having in ſpight of herſelf given marks 
of a ſenſibility which her friendſhip for 
Cloe made her diſavow. Being now con- 
vinced that Agenor was not unfaithful, 
ſhe began to wiſh that he had been fo; 
| what Cloe had done for him, appeared 
to her, to merit more than ever this ſa- 
crifice of her love. We are ſeldom con- 
ſiſtent with onesſelf when we have fo 
violent a paſſion as that of love to com- 
bat againſt: but in the heart of the vir- 
tuous Iſmena, friendſhip carried it over 
every other conſideration. The grief in 


which ſhe beheld Agenor and Cloe was 
a freſh addition to that which ſhe already 


felt. Agenor was now reduced to a de- 
15 
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ſpair which was the more alarming, as 
the ſituation he was then in, required 
the full exertion of all his fortitude and 


courage. Cloe poured forth a flood of 
tears, occaſioned as much by the know- 
ledge of the uneaſineſs ſhe had cauſed 
in the ſoul of Iſmena, as by the diſcourſe 
and love of Agenor. 

While Iſmene, Cloe and Agenor were 
in this deplorable condition, the voice of 
Lycidas was heard without. Iſmena rea- 
dy to die with fear and apprehenfion had 
but a moment to approach Agenor in; 
my deareſt Agenor, ſaid ſhe, claſping 
bim in her arms, do not negle& the 
care of your life and ſafety if you would 
wiſh Iſmena to live. Love and friend- 


ſhip have united us three, let us promiſe 
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not to add to each other's miſery, but 
endeavour to live, and ſupport the ills 
that threaten us, with fortitude and re- 
folution. Heaven will perhaps find ſome 
means to alleviate their anger! I am 
perſuaded continued ſhe that your being 
wounded will prevent my brother for 
the preſent from proceeding to any fatal 
extremities againſt you ! he is violent in 
his anger, but he is at the ame time ge- 
nerous; your life will be ſafe, if you 
yourſelf are but willing to preſerve it. 
It was with difficulty that Agenor could 
bring himſelf to promiſe Iſmena what ſhe 
requeſted, and not before he had exacted 
the ſame aſſurance from herſelf, and in a 
manner forced it from Cloe. 


Scarce was this ſcene of diſtreſs over, 
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when they ſaw Lycidas enter the apart- 
ment. Rage and fury Aaſhed from his 
eyes, and is it thus, cried he to Iſmena, 
is it thus you have impoſed upon me? 
You knew what was become of Agenor, 
but I have learnt the whole from the 
princeſs Zatima, yes, ſhe has acquaint- 
ed me with the ſtory of your infamous 
loves, and without knowing it, has de- 
livered into my hands, an enemy that 


ſhall no longer eſcape my vengeance, it 
was the juſt Gods that brought him hi- 


ther. The condition in which I now ſee 
. thee continued Lycidas, addrefling him- 
ſelf to Agenor, prevents me from giving 
thee inſtant puniſhment, I am thy anta- 
goniſt and not thy executioner. But 


what am I faying? Ougght I to allow a 
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baſe raviſher the honour of fighting with 
me? No, Tl carry thee back to A- 
thens; where I will complain of thy vile 
attempt, thy father will no longer be 
able by his cabals and intereſt to ſtop 
the courſe of juſtice, and the infamy 
that ſhall fall on his family will revenge 
that which has been heaped on mine. 

I fear neither death nor thy menaces 
replied Agenor, any other than the bro- 
ther of Iſmena might tremble to leave me 


a life, which would one day make him 


dearly repent not having taken the ad- 
vantage he once had over me. I love 
thy ſiſter, but I was not her raviſher: 
I know how to juſtify myſelf againſt all 


thy outragious accuſations. My own in- 
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nocence and Iſmena's virtue ſhall be 
fully proved. N 


Lycidas made no reply to this, but 
carried Iſmena and Cloe away with him, 
he loaded his ſiſter with reproaches, and 
ſet a guard over Agenor. Cloe in vain 
attempted to appeaſe him, by telling 
him that Agenor was not the ſon of De- 
mopheon. Whatever ſhe ſaid appeared 
to Lycidas in the light of a falſehood 
that her love for Agenor had ſuggeſted 
to her. 

Anger never fails to blind us. It is 
the moſt dangerous and the leaſt capa- 
ble of all the paſſions, and that which 
we are the leaſt maſters of, when once 
it has gained a certain height, the con- 


temptible condition it reduces us to, 
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might alone be ſufficient, one would think, 
to preſerve us from it's attacks; but 
how ſeldom have mankind a proper 
| ſhame when it is neceſſary to have it ? 
Nature gave it us to render us virtuous 
inſtead of which it moſt commonly 
makes us more criminal. 

Lycidas's ſhip now left the iſland, and 
the hearts of all the paſſengers were 
filled with joy and hope. Cloe and If- 
mena joined in mutually lamenting the 
misfortunes of their dear Agenor. They 
procured him all the little ſuccours in 
their power; they had the art of mak- 
ing themſelves beloved and reſpected, 
and their commands were generally ob- 


ſerved with greater readineſs and plea- 
ſure than thoſe of Lycidas himſelf. 
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Feaſting, and wine, were the greateſt 
pleaſures of Lycidas's heart. Iſmena and 
Cloe would ſometimes take advantage of 
the hours in which he delivered himſelf 
up to the indulgence of this appetite to 
encourage and comfort Agenor in his 
melancholy ſituation, 

The veſſel was now but a ſmall diſ- 
tance from the coaſt of Africa, when 


they ſaw themſelves attacked by pirates: 


fear inſtantly ſeized on all the paſſengers, 
Lycidas flew to his arms and prepared 
for defence. He wanted not courage, but 
thoſe whom he had to fight againſt were 
ſo much ſuperior in numbers, that he 
was on the point of periſhing bencath _ 
their ſwords. The enemy had already 


boarded his ſhip, and ſurrounded it on all 
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ſides, meeting with a feeble reſiſtance 
from thoſe who defended it. In this ex- 
tremity Cloe and Iſmena flew to Age- 
nor who was now perfectly cured of his 
wounds; and inſlantly obliged his guards 
to let him come forth. Fly to ſave my 
brother cried Iſmena to him, and pre- 
ſerve us all from the moſt cruel ſlavery. 
No ſooner was Agenor at liberty than 
he flew upon deck, where he found Ly- 
cidas covered with wounds, and with 
great difficulty defending the ſmall re- 
mains of life againſt thoſe who were a- 
bout to deprive him of it; he inſtantly 
cleared him a paſſage to retire; and 
his valour and intrepidity preſently 
brought victory back to his own ſide. At 
length after an obſtinate engagement, he 
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mortally wounded | the chief of the pi- 
rates, Cloe flew, to him, impatient to 
participate the joy of the victor, but what 
was her aſtoniſhment when in the pri- 
ſon of the vanquiſhed ſhe beheld the 
Phenician captain that had abandoned 
her and Arſes at the iſland. The Phe- 
nician prefently knew her again, and 
the condition he found himſelf in, or 
perhaps the impoſſibility of being able 
to commit any farther crimes, reſtored 
him to a ſenſe of virtue. 

Forgive, madam, ſaidhe, addrefling him- 
ſelf to Cloe, the ills that I have occa- 
ſioned you, the Gods have puniſhed me 
for it, you will find on board my ſhip 
all the riches which I robbed your huſ- 
band of: not contented with that rob- 
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bery, I habe ſince that become the chief 
of a ſet of pirates. Heaven ſuffered me 
to go on from one crime to another, to 
render my deſtruction and it's own ven- 
geance more ſure. In ſaying theſe words 
the Phoenecian expired with all thehfigns 
of a deep repentance, which too fre- 
quently ſerve only to render their me- 
mory leſs deteſtable; for though they 
may deceive mankind, they can never 
im poſe upon the divine juſtice, 

Iſmena ſtaid cloſe by Lycidas, who 
full of the warmeſt gratitude, wiſhed 
for nothing now ſo much as to ſee A- 
genor. His foul was no longer actuated 
with the cruel thirſt after revenge. Be- 
nefits always work upon a generous mind. 
Agenor anſwered all the marks of friend- 
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ſhip which Lycidas ſhewed him by the 
moſt tender and aſſiduous care for the 
preſervation of his life; he made the 
veſſel put into the firſt port, where they 
remained till Lycidas was throughly re- 
covered of the wounds he had received. 
Agenor now paſſed his whole time 
with Iſmena and Cloe ; theſe generous 
maids were faithful to the promiſe they 
had made him, and endeavoured each 
to conceal the pains ſhe ſuffered ; while 
the whole conteſt between them was who 
ſhould have the moſt lively ſentiments of 
friendſhip: Agenor was always the loſer 
in theſe diſputes, he was obliged to put a 
reſtraint upon his love, and to devour in 
ſecret the chagrin that filled his heart; 
the reflection of what Mirril would ſuf- 
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fer on his account, and of his being ſe- 
parated from her was a freſh ſubject of 
diſquiet. 3 

They were now within two days paſ- 
ſage of Athens, when a tempeſt which 
_ aroſe in the night filled them with the 
dread of ſome new misfortune, at day- 
break the pilot found himſelf near an iſ- 
land which he knew to be that of Cythe- 
rea, and immediately made for the port, 
where he laid his veſſel in ſafety from the 
fury of the winds and waves. 

Ah!] my dear Iſmena, cried Cloe, what 
does this accident portend to me! Do 


you not remember the oracle that I had 


at Athens, which ordered me to repair 
to the iſland of love and there ſacrifice 


to the deity. It ſeems as if the Gods 
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themſelves had brought us hither! I will 
inſtantly obey their commands: and may 
they diveſt my heart of this paſſion for 
Agenor that you may at length be hap- ; 
py ! Your felicity is all I have to requeſt 
of them. 

Iſmena accompanied Cloe to the iſ- 
land together with Agenor who would 
not quit them an inftant: Lycidas 
| was left behin in the veſſel; a gentle 
preſage diffuſed itſelf over their ſouls, 
they repair to the temple, preſent their 
victims, and requeſt the prieſt to con- 
ſult the Gods concerning the deſtiny that 
- was reſerved for them, when they re- 
ceived the following anſwer. 
| Iſmena and Cloe have inſulted the God of 
love, to render friendſhip triumphant: the 
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incenſed deity would have ſeverely pu- 
niſbed them for it, had not a generous 
and faithful heart obtained their pardons, 
They ſhall bath at length be happy, and 
Agenor ſhall ſhare their felicity. 

Iſmena and Cloe thought this oracle 
obſcure. The generous and faithful heart 
is mine ſaid Agenor to them, but how 
can we all three expect to be made 
happy by love! The effect promis'd by 
this prediction ſeems impoſſible to me: 
yet it doubtleſs is not ſo replied Cloe! 
What pleaſure can the Gods be ſuppoſed 


to take in mocking ſimple mo tals whoſe 


credulity it is ſo eaſy for them to impoſe 
on? Is it impoſſible for love to render a 
heart happy but by involving it in its 
flames? Would it not be beſtowing a 
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greater bleſſing on a ſoul that is the prey 
to its torments to reſtore it to freedom; 
yes, that is what the prieſt meant to tell 
us, that is the kind of happineſs reſerv- 
ed for me, methinks I feel myſelf al- 

ready more at eaſe in the conviction of 
it. 

What a ſnare is your friendſhip pre- 
paring for me, my deareſt Cloe, ſaid Iſ- 
mena interrupting her. Ah would I were 
once aſſured of your indifference for A- 
genor, to reſolve to unite myſelf with 
him for ever. 

With diſcourſes like theſe did Iſmena, 
Cloe and Agenor entertain themſelves 


while they left the temple to walk in the 


groves ſacred to the God of love. : 
Agenor, deeply afflicted with the diſ- 
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courſe of the two friends, walked ſome 
paces before them; the warmth with 
which they were engaged in talk pre- 
vented them from obſerving the concern 
of their lover, when on a ſudden they 
ſaw him ſpring forward with the great- 
oft eagerneſs to meet a perſon whom they 
ſaw coming from the end of one of the 
walks, and heard him cry out, Oriel! 
generous Oriel! how great is my hap- 
pineſs to behold you once again? The 
cloſe and repeated embraces of Agenor 
and Oriel, had concealed this latter 
from the ſight of Cloe and Iſmena who 


now made towards them. But what pen 


can expreſs the trouble and joy that at 


once ſeized on Cloe when in Oriel! ſhe 
beheld her faithful Arſes! The ſudden 
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change which ſuch a quick ſucceſſion of 
different ſentiments had wrought in her 
mind entirely overcame her. Iſmena who 
ſupported her, could not conceive what 
had occaſioned theſe emotions in her 
friend. But what was her aſtoniſhment 
when ſhe ſaw her tear herſelf from her 
arms to fly into thoſe of the ſtranger. 

The tranſports of Arſes were ſo great 
that he was at firſt loſt to the ſenſe of 
his own happineſs. Exceſs of pleaſure 
deprived him of exiſtence for a few mo- 
ments only to reſtore it to him again 
with lively ſenſations, He folded his 
loved Cloe in his arms with ſpeechleſs 
extaſy, and the ſilence of both was more 
affecting than all the words they could 
have uttered, Iſmena and Agenor on 
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their ſide ſtood looking on them with 
pleaſure, and ſhared in all their joys. 
The arrival of Mirtil at that inſtant 
compleated this tender fcence : how 
great was the joy and contentment -of 
this little band after ſo manny croſſes and 
di ſappointments. 

It was you then, Arſes, ſaid Cloe, 
when ſhe had recovered the power -of 
utterance, it was you that delivered Age- 
nor! What noblenefs of ſoul What 

generoſity of heart !—How happy am 1 
that heaven has preſerved your life. 

What cruel anxiety have you cauſed 
me my deareft for, cried Mirril, in het 
turn, goed heaven grant that we may 
never again be ſeparated ! The tears 
began to flow apace from the eyes of 
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both Cloe and Mirril, tears are in gene- 
ral looked upon as the ſigns of grief, yet 
it frequently happens that they are the 
tender overflowings of a redundant joy. 

Alcider, which was the name of the 


prieſt of the temple of love, conceived 


the higheſt eſteem and friendſhip for Mir- 
ril; chat virtuous princeſs had in part 
acquainted him with her own ſtory and 
that of Arſes; and when he heard the 
name of Iſmena, Cloe and Agenor, he 


preſently foreſaw that thoſe misfortunes 


in which he was ſo. warmly intereſted 
were now likely to have a ſpeedy iſſue ; 
he immediately went in ſearch of Mir- 
ril and on to acquaint them with theſe 
happy tidings, and found them reunited 
to the objects of their tenderneſs ; he fe- 
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licitated them on this happy event, and 
entreated them to come to his palace 
whither he himſelf conducted them. 
The palace of Alcider which was a- 
dorned by the hands of the graces them- 


ſelves, joined to the temple of love. 
The fame air reigned in it: the effects 
of which our lovers ſoon found by the 
tender diſorder that took poſſeſſion of 
their hearts, Alcider took pleaſure in 
beholding the encreaſe of this diſorder | 
ſo agreeable to his God, but it yet re- 


mained with him to fix the happineſs of | 
| that generous and faithful heart, which 
the oracle had promiſed. In this view | 
he was going to ſpeak to Arſes, when | 
he was prevented by Cloe who thus ad- 
drefled herſelf to him,— 
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Arſes, ſaid ſhe, I conjure you by all 
the tears that your ſuppoſed, death has 
occaſioned me to ſhed, that you will no 
longer withold from me the pleaſure of 
knowing in what manner you was pre- 
ſerved from it. Madam, replied Arſes, 
you ſhall be inſtantly obeyed. 

Vou have doubt'eſs learned from Mir- 
Ti the viſuu with which ſhe honoured 
me; the had left me but a ſhort time 


when I beard my priſon door open; it 
was then far gone in the night, ſo that 
I could not'perceive objects; but I heard 
ſome one approaching me; who took off 
my chains and led me for a conſidera · 
ble time ne the perſon 


* al this wth. and: Laſhed 1 20 —_ 


Wax of the Passions, 199 


tions being fully perſuaded that they were 
carrying me to death. At length I ſaw 
light and was made to enter an apart- 
ment which was finely illuminated, Here 
I was left to myſelf, after having the 


door carefully locked upon me. I ſaw 


nothing about me which preſaged any 
fatal iſſue, the furniture of my new Jodg - 
ing was equally elegant and magnificent, 
and adorned with the moſt exquiſite and 


voluptuous paintings. But 1 was greatly 


ſurpriſed in not ſeeing any windows to 
this apartment, nor even being able at- 
ter the ſtricteſt ſearch to diſcover. the 
door through which 1 entered. At laſt, 
going to fling myſelf down upon a ſopba 
which was in the room, I ſaw a paper 
which had been purpoſely fixed there, 
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and reading it found it contain the fol- 
lowing words. | 

Arſes, love has freed you from the vile 
chains with which you was leaded, and in their 
room that gentle deity prepares for you the 
fofte/t bands.—I then began to perceive 
to what IJ was deſtined; this gave me a 
ſenſible affliction, well knowing that it 
was no longer in my power to give theſe 
prooſs of gratitude that would be requir- 
ed of me: not Venus herſelf could have 
rendered my heart unfaithful. As I was 
in the midſt of theſe reflections I beheld 
two women in veils enter the room, I 
immediately roſe up, and one of them 
going to the ſopha I had quitted, fate her- 
ſelf down and made me place myſelf by 
her; ſide after having looked attentively 
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on me for ſome time, ſhe threw aſide her 


veil and diſcovered to me a face of ſuch 


exquiſite beauty, that no one but a lover 


who lay prepoſſeſſed with another object 
could have beheld with impunity. 

Arſes, ſaid ſhe, breaking ſilence, you 
are doubtleſs ſurpriſed at what has been 
done for you, but you will be much 
more ſo, when you hear that it is the 


queen Zillira who thus intereſts herſelf in 


your fate. Mirril has given her ſuch an , 
advantagious character of you, that ſhe 


could not ſuffer you to periſh ; and has 
gained over your jailors and the execu- 
tioners that were to have put you to the 
torture to- -morrow ; the report that will 
be ſpread of your death will ſecure you 


from all diſcovery ; you are reſerved for a 
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more gentle flavery here; what it is, the 
note which you have read may inform 
you, ſpeak Arſes! are you willing to 
ſubmit to it ? 1 
Madam, replied I, my heart is pene- 
trated with this goodneſs of the queen's, 
that heart is by nature tender, and ſen- 
ſible to the emotions of gratitude. Say 
at the ſame time, returned Zillira, for it 
| was that princeſs herſelf, that it is like- 
wiſe conſtant; will you for ever con- 
tinue to ſigh for an ungrateful woman 
that you may perhaps never behold a- 
gain ? You have already given ſufficient 
prooſs of your fidelity, the Gods have 
ſeparated you from the object that cauſed 
all your miſeries, and have brought you 
to this iſland, their deſign is now fulfil 
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led. Cloe is at this inſtant in the arms 
of your rival; forget her be not aſto- 
niſhed Arſes, at what I now ſay to you! 
I am Zillira, I have learnt your whole 
ſtory from Mirril, who has uſed all her 
endeavours to intereſt me in your: be- 
EC. 3 

At theſe Rees of the queen 85 1 was. 
going to retire out of reſpect at a far- 
ther diſtance, but ſhe bid me remain. 
where I was: let not my rank faid ſhe, 


In of ANF conkderaion _ vou, love 


e. 


the * lies. but reigns. * 1 
unconſtrained by the ceremonieg that 
have been invented to feed the pride 
and vanity of mankind: a tender incli- 
nation draws me towards you, and what 


=_ 
E 
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Mirril has told me of your character, 
and the generoſity of your heart, has 
ſetved to encreaſe it: why therefore 
ſhould I hide it from you ? Why ſhould 
I ſubmit to that unjuſt and rigid law, 
which obliges our ſex perpetually to diſ- 
ſemble, and to live in a conſtant con- 
tradiction to it's own wiſhes ? No, my 
rank allows me to diſpenſe with ſuch an 
obligation. I might in vain wait for 
you to declare yourſelf, did I not make 
the firſt advances; a- falſe notion of re- 
en would prevent you from very 
: your ſentiments; | x 

In fort, what ſhall ] 4 to you my 
deareſt Cloe? Zilhra continued ſpeaking 
to me with all the warmth of a woman 
fall of the moſt lively and ardent paſ- 


—— 
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fion, whilſt I repay'd; with a becoming 
politeneſs, but like Orea whoſe heart 
was already poſſeſs d by an object the 
moſt worthy of it's love. I perceived by 
Zillira's diſcourſe that Mirril in relating 
our misfortunes to her, had concealed 
your being on the iſland, and told her 
that the Phoenician captain had let me 
only behind: I _ underſtood likewiſe that 
Mirril had pretended not to have known 
any thing of my adventures, till that 
ſince ſhe viſited me in priſon 3 accord- 


ingly I let Zillira remain in her error: 


but could never prevail on her to let 
Mirril know in what manner ſhe had 
preſerved my life. 


I was not permitted to leave the a- 


partment that Zillira had deſtined for my 
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reſidence, I was there entirely excluded 
from the light of the day. Zillira took 
care to furniſh me with a ſufficient num- 
der .of amuſing books. She never failed 
to viſit me every night, but thoſe viſits 
ſoon became as cruel to her as they were 
inſupportable to me. 


The paſſion of Zillira now encreaſed 
ey day, ſhe was continually endea- 


vouring to make herſelf beloved by the 
moſt tender ſpeeches, and the moſt flat- 


tering careſſes. My heart was at times 
moved by them, but never ſo much is; 
to give up your. image, which was ſo 
deeply engraven there, and which de- 
fended me from the Yvreſſe of my own 
ſenſes and reaſon. 


Any other than Zillira oak have 
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made ragg and hatred ſucceed to rejec- 
ted love; but her gentle ſoul was 2 per- 
fect ſtranger to every cruel ſentiment, the 
fame fweetaneſs reigned there that ſhewed 
itſelf in her eyee, and tender ſighs and 
melting tears were all the arms ſhe. uſed 
to combat my indifference. Arms which 
would have been but too dangerous to a 
heart form'd like mine, had not honour, 
yirtue and love deſended me from their 
attacks. Zillira could not without being 

| offended, ſee me oppoſe theſe to the 
warmth of her advances ; but though it 


gave her the greateſt pain to hear me 4 
declare that I ſhould never ceaſe to love 4 
and adore. you, ſhe ſuffered ſtill more 
from the reſlections that ſhe thought I 
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blamed her conduct, and excited all her 
wit in it's juſtification. 
What fruits can you hope to reap, 
would ſhe ſometimes ſay, from this ob- 
ſtinate reſerve and virtue. Love and 
pleaſure are alone capable of rendering 
mankind happy. The one by giving us 
a more ſtrong and lively ſenſe of our ex- 
iſtence, the other by diffipating- and 
blunting our misfortunes. Without love 
we ſhould neither be able to think or 
act; and without pleaſure we ſhould be 
the victims of ſorrow, and all the mi- 
ſeries inſeparable from humanity, in 
ſhort we ſhould live devoted to grief 
and apprehenſions. Let us then, my dear 
Arſes, ſacriſice to theſe benign deities, 
whom all mankind revere: for though 
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there may by chance be a few that elude 
the power of love, 'yet every one Owns 
the dominion of pleaſure. Suffer not | 
then your heart to be the only un- 
a happy victim, how wretched a ſtate were 
yours, if a paſſion that makes the hap- : 
pineſs of the reſt of mankind, ſhould 
render you- only miſerable. Why | Ah! 
why do you thus obſtinately refuſe the 
myrtle wreath which love holds out to 
you. 

In this manner did Zillira talk to me, 
but her diſcourſes were incapable of | 
making any impreſſion on my ſoul in fa- 
your of her paſſion; I could not however 
_ reſiſt thoſe ſentiments of friendſhip, with : 


which her unparalle!'d goodneſs for me, 
4} s 19 
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and the natural ſweetneſs of her charac+ 
ter inſpired me with. 

Zillira conſtantly acquainted me with 
all that paſs'd in the iſland, and at the 
court ; ſhe had a violent averſion to the 
king her buſband ; ſhe was ſtil in the 
prime of her youth, he, in the decline 
of years; to the inconveniencies of old 
age he added all the vices of the mind 
and hearty this made Zillira more to be 


|  Pitied, and in ſome meaſure rendered her 


conduct more excuſable. 

One day he came purpoſely to rev 
late to me what you had done for Age- 
nor. Gods, hav great was my aſtoniſhment 
at this recital, and the extreme grief 1 


felt on that occaſion made Zillira repens 
of baving told me of it, I conjur'd her 


% 
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to find out Mirril, and endeavour to 
learn from her mouth the circumſtances 
of an event of fo great concern to me. 
Mirril related to her every thing that 
had befell you. And I knew by the ſame 
means that Iſmena had not been ſacri- 
ficed, but that ſome peaſants baving ſeen 
2 young virgin carried off from a Greek 
veſſel that then lay at anchor in the 
harbour gave room to believe it. was I- 
mena. | . 20 
But what was my condition, when 1 
bad no longer room to doubt of my mis - 
fortune } Cloe cried I, that Cloe who 
was not to be moved with all my love, 
has ſhe offered herſelf, to death, for. the 


++ 


fake of an ungrateful man that, deſpiſes 
her, and not only fo, but is eſolved 10 
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die becauſe ſhe cannot be his! O love! 
how blind art thou ! and how great is thy 
malice, when once thou haſt wounded a 
boſom with thy darts ! 

But the thoughts of the danger into 
which you had thus precipitated yourſelf, 
ſoon took place of theſe melancholy re- 
fections; and were ſtill more inſup- 
portable to me. Zillira did all in her 
power to comfort me; ſhe was at every 
inſtant with the king her huſband to 
learn what they intended to do with you. 
At length ſhe acquainted me, that Alta- 
mar had-obtained the king's leave to 
releaſe you from priſon, but had at the 
fame time been commanded to convey 
you to the temple of Diana, there to 

remain concealed, till the minds of the 


War of the PAssoxs. 213 


people were a little appeaſed. I ſhould 
have diſtruſted this account that Zillira 
gave me, had I not been well aſſured that 
ſhe was a ſtranger to falſehood and de- 
ceit. : | 
When my apprehenſions on your ac- 
count, were a little quieted, jealouſy, 
for which I had ſo juſt a cauſe, took 
full poſſeſſion of my heart. This was 
immediately followed by the reflection 
that I ſhould ſoon be delivered from the 
object of it, but this conſideration was, 
ſo far from bringing with it any malig- 
nant joy, that on the contrary it filled 


me with the moſt lively concern. Ah! 
cried I, what tears will the news of 


Agenor's death coſt Cloe will ſhe not 
perhaps die through exceſs of grief! 


* 
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Already the violence of her paſſion and 
what ſhe has already done for him, give 
me too ſtrong reaſons to fear it? If I 
judge of her by myſelf, what muſt be 
her deſpair, when ſhe finds herſelf de- 
prived of the object of all her wiſhes 
for ever! Let me preſerve her from this 
calamity ! Mirril endeavoured to make 
Agenor paſs for her ſon, ſhall friendſhip 
do more than love? I will fave the life 
of this rival, whoſe being muſt render 
mine for ever miſerable, this generous act 
was reſerved for a ſoul like mine. 
Zillira was with me at the time that 
I made theſe reflections, when return- 
ing to myſelf on a ſudden I embraced 
her with an earneſtneſs that filled her 
with ſurpriſe, ſhe had never been accuf- 
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tomed to meet with ſuch raptures from 


me. Madam, cried I, if you love me, 
fave Agenor, Altamar is now gone with 
Cloe, let us take advantage of his ab- 
ſence; I have had an inſtance of the 
fubmiſſion that the keepers of the priſons 
are in to your will, permit me to go 
in perſon and reftors Agenor to his li- 
berty: and I'll return with tranſports of 
joy and gratitude, to put on your chains. 
Zillira was at firſt aſtoniſhed at my 
requeſt, but found herſelf pleaſed and af. 
fected with it. I grant what you deſire, 
replied ſhe, I am charmed with your 
intention, and methinks I ſee ſome hopes 
in it for myſelf. Vou muſt certainly 
love Cloe leſs, or yow would not fave 
the liſe of your rival, if ſo, you may be- 
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come ſenſible to what I feel for you. 
I will go then, and order every thing 
in ſuch a manner, that you may this 
very night ſatisfy the diQates of your ge- 
nerous heart, but let me exact an oath 
from you that you will not diſcover your- 
ſelf to. Agenor ; my honour and your 
own life depend upon your diſcretion. 
And what advantage would it be to 
you, to contradict the opinion that pre- 
vails of your death fince you are for the 
future to live for me alone. 

1 gave Zillira the folemn promiſe 
which ſhe required of me, and let her 
remain the dupe of a deceitful hope. 
Your intereſt and Apenor's obliged me 
to make uſe of diflimulation that coſt 

my heart ſo dear; women of Zillira's 
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character are uſed to flatter themlelves, 
and that princeſs conſtrued my ſilence in 
i manner favourible to her own wiſhes: | 

She kept her word! with me, but had 
me followed or rather guarded by flayes: 
+ that were devoted to ber will. P open- 
ed Agens priſon, and k nSched off his 
chains: I could not however refrain from 
betraying emotions of jealouſy: and con- 
cerh which doubtleſs did not eſcapec his 
obſervations ©» © bo +3176 3514 


All the next day I-iſaw nothing of 


Zillira, the night was alimoſt expired be- 
fore ſhe came to me, when ſhe told me 


mat ſhe had been obliged re ſlay with! 


the king who was 'datigeroufly in, ad- 

ding, that his diſorder had been octaſt- 

oned by the uneaſineſs he was under 
Vor. II. L 
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for the abſence of Altamar, that Alta- 
mar had not conveyed Cloe to the tem- 
ple of Diana as was ſuppoſed: and that 
no one knew to what place he had car- 
ried her.. | 
1 felt all my apprehenſions revive at 
this diſcourſe, when on a ſudden the 
palace eccho'd with the moſt piercing 
cries z Zillira's confident came running 
in to us; the king cried ſhe has this 
inſtant expired : his death was occaſi- 
oned by the ſudden ſhock he received at 
the news of Altamar who has been 
killed by Agenor in the iſland of the 
princeſs Zatima. 
Zillira immediately quitted me in the 
greateſt concern, her diforder prevented 
her from obſerving that I followed her: 
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and we ſoon found ourſelves confounded 
in the croud of courtiers and people who 
were all aſſembled on this occaſion, not 
ſo much to lament the loſs of a monarch 
whom they hated, as to fix on me to 
fill his throne. The right of blood and 
the general choice conferred this dignity 
on Mirril. They accordingly ſent to ſeek 
her in the palace of Elimis; where they 
found her overwhelmed with the deepeſt 


_ anxiety, and under the ſtrongeſt appre- 
henſions concerning the fate of her ſon. 
They conducted her againſt her will to 
the palace of their kings, and there'pro- 
claimed her queen. Mirril inſenſible to 
all theſe glories, thought only of ſetting 
open the gates of Agenor's priſon. She 
was in the utmoſt ſurpriſe at ſeeing me, 

K 2 | 
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which was encreaſcd upon my telling 
her how I had ſaved Agenor, and that it 
was by his hand that Altamar had re- 
eciv'd, bis death. This gave. her mind 
fome eaſe, and ſhe now accepted of the 
crown, but upon. condition of aboliſh- 
ing the anhuman cuſtom that had hither- 
© prevailed, of ſacrificing thoſe unfor- 
tunate au en that were caſt upon the 
iſland. 

Mir inflanely dilpatched me to the 
iſland. of the, princeſs Zatima, where I 
heat that you bad difappear'd with A- 
gener, Zatima herſelf told me that you 
muſt certainly have gone on board the 
Greek veſſel which had remained for ta 
days at an anchor near the ſhore, This 
unlucky: event ae allied Mirril; 
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but ſhe comforted herſelf in the hopes 
of meeting with her ſon again before it 
was long at Athens, whither ſhe intend- 
ed to go in ſearch of him. 
The firſt days of her reign. were em- 
ployed in enacting laws to ſecure the hap- 
pineſs and peace of her people. After 
which ſhe thought of her own: Her ſub- 
jects violently oppoſed her departure from 
amongſt them, and it was not till after 
the moſt ſolemn and repeated promiſes 
of returning to them again, that they 
could be brought to give: their con ſent. 
Zillira uſed all her endeavours to: pre- 
vent my following Miri, and accom- 
pany'd the gift of het heart with the of. 
fer of her hand. But I rejected both the 
one and the other; the joy of ſeeing 


I. 3 


rn 
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you once more all ungrateful as I know 
von ta be, appeared preferable in my 
thoughts to all the giſts that could be 
heaped on me by hnother. The violent 
grief that my refufal and indifference 
caut'd'in-Zillira, reftored her to herſelf: 
misfortunes-are often the means of bring- 
ing us back to virtue. Zillira retired to 
the court of che princeſs Zatima her ſiſter. 
She would not fee me before ſhe went, 
but wrote me her farewel, and expreſſed 
che regret the had for her conduct, and 
hey ſentiments for me in ſuch a manner 
-as frew tears from my eyes. 
At length we embarked. The deities 
if the dea beſrtended us. M²irril as we 
des nigii to Atherls, felt the livelieſt 
trunſports of joy, while fear and love 
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were at war in my breaft, I am going 
to ſee Cloe again, cried J, but how dear 
ſhall I pay for that pleaſure; I may find 


her perhaps in the arms of my rival! 
Why be it ſo! continued I, it will coft, 
me my life,. but I ſhall have the happi- 
neſs of dying at Cloe's feet. That night 
a tempeſt -aroſe which forced us to take 
refuge in this ifſand. 

While Arſes was ſpeaking, Cloe had 
niſtned to him with the greateſt atten- 
tien; the concern the took in all that 
had beſell him manifeſted itſelf in her 
countenance: an involuntary bluſh ting'd 
it with alovely red, while Arfes was re- 
lating the ardours of Zillira. The God 
of love, willing to recompence the con- 
ſtancys of that jealous lover, wroveght in 
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the heart of Cloe one of thoſe extra- 
ordinary changes, which are ſuch lively 
inftances of his power. When Arſes had 
done ſpeaking; Cloe cry'd out, no Ar- 
ſes, you ſhall not dye! If the grief of 
finding me ungtateful, was to have cauſed 
your death. Eſteem, gratitude and love 
now give you the full poſſeflion of my 
heart, a heart which would willingly 
have burnt for no ether than your- 
ſelf. What do I not owe to your vir- 
tue, generoſity and conſtancy ! inmaking 
your happineſs and my own. I affure you 
that of Iſmena and Agenor ; receive my 
hand, Arſes, I give it to the deliverer 
of Agener, and to the lover the moſt 


faithful and deſerving of being beloved. 
In ſaying theſe words, Cloe preſented 


| WAR of the PASSIONS» 225 


her hand to Arſes, which he received 
with tranſports of joy not to be expreſs d, 
but by thoſe who have fully experienced 
them. 


Mirril, Iſmena and Agenor ſhared ; in 


the happineſs of Arſes. Alcider, deter- 
mined to compleat the happineſs of our 
lovers: went in ſearch of Lycidas, whom 
he preſently brought with bim, Lycidas 
gave his conſent to the nuptials of If 
mena ; and promiſed to engage the ap- 
probation of Megacles and Chelonids > 


Cloe depended on herſelf alone, . | 


Now love received the moſt fineere 
vows in his temple, and xecompens d 
thoſe hearts which he had ſo often try d, 
and which ſo well deſerved all the ꝓlsa- 
ures he could bella an em. Nu 
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and the new married pairs remained for 
ſome days in the "iſland of Cytherea, 
and from thence took their * to 
Athens. | 
Alter ſome time Mirril began to think 
of returning to her own iſland, and with 
der Iſmena and Agenor, but could Iſme- 
na think of leaving Cloe; and need Cloe 
any other country than tHat Which If. 
meria inhabited? Theſe two friends 
therefore reſolved never to quit each 
other.” Arſes, was ſure of being happy 
whenever be was. with Cloe. Lycidas 
who had taken a diſlike to Athens, en- 
gaged Megacles and Chelonida to follow 
Mirril: the whole troop embarked, and 
affived at the iſland without any acci- 
_ where they were received with ac- 
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clamations of unfeigned and lively joy, 


and paſs'd the remainder of their days 
in the moſt perfect felicity. 
Mirril after having cauſed the place 


where the blood of fo many unhappy. 
victims had been ſpilt to be thoroughly. 
purify'd, ordered a magnificent temple to 
be erected to friendſhip on the ſame ſpot. 
That adorable Goddeſs was repreſented. 
in a picture placed at the upper end of 


the temple. Before her was an altar, 
with a large fire on it, Iſmena and Cloe 
appeared cloſe by the altar, and ſeemed 


to have juſt pluck'd from her breaſts the 


arrows with which love had wounded 
them, and which they now caſt into the 
devouring flames. The painter had Ly 
his art ſo well imitated nature, that one 


— — — 
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would have thought then! animated; in 
cheir eyes were to be read the cue! ilts' - 
they had inflicted on themſelves; but 
friendſhip touch'd with the fact ifice th they 
made ner, ſeemed to comfort tem by the 
mot Lind ind faybuf ue looks; and Ja. 
piter compelled the God of love to crown 
them with his own hands. At the bottom 
of this —_ were ere the ber- 
ing words. ; yas! 7 WY. 
* That God 16% has ferntd dai karte, 
n what willTenter them happy: ; and 
never fall to reward us for aur virtuous a- | 
hs and * obſervance of oma duties | 
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